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irtues have rais'd 
LAUF makes the tribute 
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diate enting uy. _ _ 
The public gratitude is ever founded ona publick 
benefit; and what is univerſally bleſi d, is always an 
univerſal bleſſi Thus from your ſelf we; ” 
the offerings which we 5 and that in 
which ariſes to your name, 01 ily returns to. its. or: 


ginal, and but naturally requires the parent of 
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. a moral, whoſe end istorecommend & to ul 
virtue, > hs has recourſe to Your 
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* The Ep fr Dedicatory. 8 | 
cet, and declini bation , till you ſhal 
2 to ſhine 2 E a creature of your 
influence. 
Tis from the example of Princes that Virtue be- 

comes a faſhion in the People; for even they who 


are averſe to inſtruction, will yet be fond of ini- 


tation. | 

But there are multitudes , who never can have 
means nor opportunities of ſo near an acceſs, as to 
partake of the benefit of ſuch examples. And to 
theſe, Tragedy, which diſtinguiſhes itſelf from the 


vulgar Poetry by the dignity of its characters, may 


be of uſe and information. For they who are at 
that diſtance from original greatneſsas to be depriv'd 
of the happineſs of contemplating the and 
real excellencies of your Royal Highnels's in 
yr ah 15 oy I behold Gee ſmall sketches 
irtues of your mind, abſtracted, 
— re Seb on the Theatre. 
Thus Poets are inſtructed, and inſtruct ; 
gone by precepts which perſuade, but alſo by exam: 
ples which illuſtrate. Thus is delight ititerwoven 
with inſtruction, when not only Virtue is preſcrib'd 
but alſo repreſented. 

But if we are delighted with the livelineſs of a 
feign'd repreſentation of great arid good Perſons 
and their actions, how muſt we be charm'd with 
beholding the Perſons themſelves ? If one or two 
excelling qualities, barely touch'd in the ſingle acti- 
on and ſmall compaſs of a LO >. can warm ah 
— with a concern and regard even for the 
ng ſucceſs and 1 perity of the Actor; with 
reg muſt the Hearts of all be filld, for the 
; _ Continued and encreaſing happineſs of thoſe, who 
are. the true and living — of elevated and per- 
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ing Vinue? Even the Vicious themſelves muit 
have a ecret veneration for thoſe and 
endowments, which a daily ſo eminently conſpbi- 
cuous in Your Royal Highnets ;and though repining , 
teel a pleaſure , whichin ſpite of Envy they per-force 


approve. 

If in this Piece , bumbly offer'd to Your Royal 

. wr ag there ſhall appear . 

of 2 — opti arr 
pode, 1 be drm for omere Four ht 
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150 And however imperfect it may be in 
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incapacity 
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b Moſt obedient, and 
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Spoken by Mr.” Bertin. 
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Deb 
And a leſs number neu would well content ye 
Sew; Hayi did then like Almanacs appear; 
And une was thought ſufficient for n 
1 like Almanats of late: 
Fer in ans Tear , I think, they're out. of date. 

Nor ere they without. reaſon, join d together ; - 
7 Io : prognoftitates, the weather, _ _ 
aw the crop , G rhe rats... 
of Thunder = 595 * rs of Nun; 
25 f-retel, ty certain rules, 
n "crops of Coxcombs , or what foods of Fools, . 
In ſuch like prophecies were Poets still d, 
Which now they find in their own Tribe fulfill'd : 
The dearth of Wit they did e long 9 e 3 

fall 'n on us, and almoſti ſlirve Stage. 

ere you not griev d, as = as N 
| Poor Attors threſh ſuch empty ſheafs of ſtraw : 
Toiling and lab'ring , di their langs expente\, 
Toſtart a jeſt, or force a little ſenſe? | 
Hard Fate for 2 till harder in th event; 
Our Authors » but we. alone repent. 
Still they proceed , and at out charge, write wor ſe; 
'T were ſome amends if they could reimburſe : 
eee thy Cane # is loft, 
s "no recovering Zamages or coſt 
Good Wits, forgive this * Bs we t 
Since cuſtoms gives 2 que mas 


Pay 


Topas hard who damns @ Brother; 

capes that executes another. 
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But from the reſt we a er Fate. 

Etro 

Art may direft, but Nature is bis aim. _ 14 

Lad Natare miſs, in vain he beaſt: his Art? a 

= Nature can affeft the beart, © 
1A all enſue; © 

— fy — candour 186, 

be w'd E th prides hs Cane 

Nor 5 may 9:23) annz4 

_ Imparttat cenſure he requeſts 

e, by jb e is Rude fl, 1A 


1D 4 & KY! OJ 


6 10. * 


IA l 4 14 


As nn 
3 


CF Vis * 


244! AK 


* 0 
te” * 
4 * * 1 
8 21. K Aa 
4 . * * 
Fa © "9 k J S wha 44 - 2 p ; 
w + * * * * N . T5 * : 4 . a a ai 02 17.1 
n * 
= 


Nen #4. 42k een A Dann 1 L. 


295 2 
. / * 
- 99 JY 6 . Y 2 „0 F P j * 
4 5 2 » * * * Fl 4 * 8 5 5 : Te * he 
N 5 
VP T 2 ' 3 4 
* the 
1 A. BRA. 
* 4 7 4 ö ww # 
2 


"of LY 1 * on L * * J 


DRAMATIS PERSONE, 


iT 
” N. 

; ee, Players, 
M.. the King of Granada. Mr. n 
GonsALEZ , bis Favourite. Mr. Sanford. 

Gancua, Sin to cle. e Seudamour. 
Prntz Captain of the Guards % - Freeman. 8 
eee CrnturrtgGenfae Mr am. 
2 


the Princeſs of Granada. Mrs, Bracegirdle, 
| ai ron 
and Mutes attending Tara. Guards, 


SCENE L ebene, 
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Alter the ed Almeria riſes Leak ber chair, 1 
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Ive read, that things inanimate have 
And, 25 with-living Souls, have been inorm d. 
By magick numbers and- perſuaſive ſound. n 
8 ee 7nd more l grows 7 
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"Than trees , or fist? O force of conflant woe? 

. calm my 4 
imo fleeps , at peaces nig 

The ſilent tomb receiv'd the good old King: 

He and his ſorrows now i ſafdy lodg'd 

1 Within its cold, but © pt 

F 7 Why am. cor I at peace p 
2 Led. Dear Madam, ceaſe, _ 

& odd your gf; belle 

c je <a Peace, peace, there is eternal 

f càuie, 7 * 12 
And miſery eterndl Wil ſueg l. 

Thou canſt not tell — thou hat ind no chi. 
Les. Believe me, Madam, I lament Anſelme , 

And always did compaſſionate his fortunes 

Have often wept, to ſee how frnelly \ 

Tour Father kept in chains his fellow King: 

And oft at night , when all have, been d, 

Have ſtoln from bed, /and to his priſon crept; 
Wbere, while his Goaler ſlept, H thro' the | 
Have ſoftly whiſper d, and enquir d his 

Sent in my ſighs and pray rs for his deli 

For ſighs and pray rs were all that I cou'd offer. 
Alm. Indeed _ IT; 


122 A goon n Anſe 


| How wou d thy heaft'tave bled to ſer his 8 
Thou hadit no 3 but — 
Teo. Love of niy Royal gave me cauſe, 
My love of you ga my grief for him; 
For I had heard, ahat when the chance of War 
| Had bleſs'd Anſelmos Arms with victory, 
And the rich ſpoil of all: the Field, and you, 
= Tha glory of the whole, were made the my 
[ = Of liz Succeſs; that then, in ſpite of Wine 
Revenge, and that feud ET: 
| Berworn val nd Granada king, n 
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He did endear himſelf to your affeftion , 
By all the worthy. and ind ways 
His moſt induſtrious . 


Propoling by à match herween 2 
His Son, the brave. F olencia Prince, — a4 
Sd wa and unite. 1 
"ohm Alphonſo! O Alphonſo! | I 
Thou too art quiet — hall been at peace —. | 
Both, both Father and Son are, now no m. 
Then why am I? O when ſhall I have reſt??? 
= do I live to ſay you are nq more? 1 Va 
” are ll thee things ee 
1 I muſt be miſerable ? 
1 it of moment do the peace of Heav'n 
That I how'd be ated thug? — If not, 
Why is it thus ap ver „ 
By ſome anſeen 
They muſt to me bring 4— of dn. 
| The laſt diſtreſs of life, ring nes. e | 
Leo. Alas, jou ſearch oo far, &. think 100 deepiy 
Alu. Why. was: I carry d to er 
2 there 5 why n . 


ap N a * 
* by - 2 * ; ** ; * 
$267 wo ? | = 2 - | 
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For ſo my L h, hl... : of 
0 ny SO Lis 43A 
Devouring Seas have waſh'd thee from my e 4 | 
No time ſhall raſe thee from my memory , - 1 


No, 3 
The cruel Ocean, is no more thy Tomb * 1 
But in my heart thou art interr'd ; there, there; * 25 | 


1 9 2 Alas; What have I ſaid? 
My Grief dus hurry a d me beyand-all:ti 
I woud 4 bare kept that 2 


WH Menno AID E. 
"Thad trees, on flint? n 8 
Tis not in Harmony to calm my fa nk 


imo ſleepo, and is at peace; 
pooh tomb receiv'd the good old 
Nee and his forrows now it fafdy gd“ 
Within its cold, but hoſpitable boſom. 
2x am not I at peace? _ p 
tr Led. Dear Madam, ceaſe, | 
6m moderate your gficts; there rake. 
An. kaya Peace, peace, there is eternal 
cauſe, 1. ICT 
And miſery cteradl Jill facged. * 
Thou canſt not tell — thou ham indeed no 
Leo. Believe me, Madam, 2 
And always did compaſſionate his fortune; 
Have often wept, to ſee how ftruelly 
Tour Father kept in chains his fellow King: 
And oft at night, when g have been retir d, 
Have ſtoln from bed, — e creptz 
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How wou'd thy heaHt'kave blel to'ſee his curing 
Thou 3 but il compaſſion. 
Leo. Love of y Royal 
My love of you begot 
| For I had heard, 
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| || Born Palais and Grande Kings, . rats 
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By all the worthy and i ways 

His moſt induſtrious cou'd invent; 
Propoling by a. match between Alphonſo 

His Son, enn toi 
r » and unite 

Thou too art qulet — ball been at pence 
Botly, both Father and are now no mas. 
Then why am I? O when ſhall I have reſt? 


=o do I live to ſay you are na more? 
by are all theſe things el wt de 
neceſſity, I muſt be miſerable ? ? 
1 b of Heav'n 
That I how'd be ated thay? — If not, 
Why is it thus contri d? $ 14 


By ſome anſcen hand , ſo 44 

They muſt to me bring — af of hart. 4 

The laſt diſtreſs of life,” 2 1 
Leo. Alas, on _ſearch too- far, E. think too d 
r. Why an rey de ns Cont 

Or there why was I us'd {o.tenderly Þ | _ 
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Why not ill treated, like an ? L l 

For ſo my 1 his dl. * of 
O Alphonſo, A a 15551100 2 
Devouring Seas have waſh'd thee from my LIE 1 
No time ſhall raſe thee from my memory,, 


No, I will lice to be thy Monument | 
The cruel Ocean, is nu more thy Tomb? 
But in my heart thou art interr'd; there, there; 


Thy dear reſemblance is for ever fix'd; o et 


My Love, oy Lord, my Husbard til, the' nll} 
Leo. Hasband! O Heav'ns! + * 
142 Alas : . bare — 03 n 
y hucry'd me thought. 
I v trou'd bing fas the ; 
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that ſecret; though. 1 — * 
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7 1 was a welcome Captive in Valencia, 


14 The MOURNING BRIDE. 
Thy love and faith to me deſerve all confidence; 
But t is the Wretches comfort ſtil] to have 
Some ſmall reſerve of near and inward - woe, 
Some unſuſpected hoard of darling grief, 
Which they unſeen may wail , & weep, & mourn, 
And glutton-like alone devour. 
Leo. Indeed „ SOT 
I knew not this. | 
Alm. O no, thou know'lt not half, 11 
' Know'lt nothing of my ſorrows.— if thou didſt — 
It I ſhou'd tell thee, wou'dſt thou pity. me? 
Tell me: I know thou wouꝰ dit .thouart compaſſionate 
Teo. Witneſs theſe tears - 
Alm. I thank thee Teonora, 
Indeed I do, for pitying thy 6d Mitreſs: 


Por tis, alas, the poor tive - ; | 
Of Greatneſs, to be wret and unpitied <= | Fo 
But I did promiſe I: wou'd tell thee What? Ay 
My miſeries ? Thou'doſt already know em: i 
And when I told thee thou didſt nothin * "a 
It was becauſe thou didſt not know 4 roy | Th 
For to have known my loſs, thou muſt have known 1 
His worth, his truth, Air — of love. , Th 


Leo. nn Wome Cs TOO AY Ah 
In all report 
And I have heard imperfedtly hislob: bh Gel | 
Bur featful to renew your troubles paſt, | ; Fo 
+ I never did preſume to ask the ſtory, / BHT Ne 
Alm, If for my ſwelling heart I can , I tell thee, Os 


5 Er'n « rom day — Manuel, my Father, ; = 
| on his conqu ring Troops, high as the Gates 
Of King Anſelmos Palace; which in rage, 4 a 
And heat of War, and dire revenge, he fir d. e 
The good King flying to avoid the flames, 5 Th 
Started amidſt his Foes, and made Captivity | af 6 
Hig fatal retuge== Wou d that I bad fall'n © FA | Ce 
Nl Amidi 


"Wy; 
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The MOURNING BRIDE. 25 
Amidſt thoſe f ames — But tt was not ſo decreed. | 
Alphonſo , who fo caw my Fathers cruelty, 
Had born the Queen and me on board a Ship 
Realy to fail: and when this news was bro: ght 
We put to dea; but being betray'd by ſome 
Who knew our flight, we cloſely were purſu'd, 
And almoſt taken; when a ſudden Storm 
Drove us, and thoſe that foſlow'd, on 1 v3 
Of Aſrick: N OY * = , 
And bu ging gainſt a was d in pieces. 
But — 1 2 me for yet much more affliction 
Conducting them who d us, to ſhun 
The ſhoal. and fave mo Seung on the whe 
While the Queen and my 4 o periſi d. 
Leo. AK you then Err wy Alph.nſo t 
Alm. That day that * our hands were join dy 
For when my Lord beheld the Ship purſuing, 
And ſaw her rate ſo far exceeding ours, 
He came to me, and begg'd me by my love, 
would conſent the Prieſt ſhou'd make us one; 
That whether Death, or Victory enſu'd, 123 
might be his, beyond the power of future Fate: 
The Queen too did allift his ſuit — I granted, | 
And in one day, was wedded, and a Widow. 6 
Leo. Indeed 't was mouraful — „ 
Alm. T wa- — as I have told thee =— hon 
For which I mourn, and will for ever mourn; _ 
Noc will I change thele black and diſmal robes, 
Or ever dry theſe ſwoln and watry eyes; 
Or ever taſte content, or peace of heart , 
While I have life, and thought of my Alphonſo. 
Leo. Look down,good Heav'n,with pity on her ſorrows, 
And. grant that time may bring 41 relief. 
Alm. O no! Time gives encreaſe to my afllitions 
The circling Hours, that gather all the woes, 
Which are diffus'd thro the revolving year, 


Come, heavy-laden with ti oppreſſing weight, 


ING Kb 
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The ſighs, th tears, the groans , 1 f reſtleſs cares, 
And the ps of grief t Thar did retard their flight j 
They, 9 their 2 „and ſcatter ¹ 
The dire collected dews on m poor bed, 
Tben fly with joy and ſwiftneſ from me. 
„ „ [Shouts at a diflance. 
The diſlant ſhouts proclaim your Fathers Triumph; 
O ceaſe, for Heavens fake, aſſwage a little 
This torrent of your grief; for, much I fear 
T will urge his wrath, to ſee you drown'd in fears, 
When joy e in TOY other face. 
2 And joy he to every other heart, 
5 ble, double wei ren : 
For ith him Gracia . , to whom 
1 muſt be RY, — all the 26s | 
ve in 4 0 baſely broken. 
3 rt it Wall Gn for will die; 
Firldic ten thouſand deaths — Look down ;look down, 


" [ Kneels, 
Alpbonſo, hear the ſacred vow I ma 
One moment, ceaſe to gaze on youu 
And bend thy glorious eyes to earth and me; 
And thou 456 if yet thou 'rt arri d 
FThro' all impediments of purging fire, 
To that bright : where my Alphonſo reigns, 
Behold thou alſo, and attend my vow. © 
Il ever I do yield, or give conſent, 
By any acti „Word or thought, to wed 
Another Lord; may then juſt Heav'n (how'r down 
Uokeard at curſes qu me, greater fr 
If fuch there be in eavens vengeance ) 
han any I have yet ud — And now 4 Riſing 
iy, þ art has ſome relief; having ſo well 
-Diſchary'd this Lebt, "Incumbent on my "WH | 
Yer, ore — W wou'd OOTY. thee. 
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Perhaps I bref var” aig nyo 
Tis that, or ſome ſuch RE IT 
Upon my word no more. 

Teo, I will attend yau. 


— 

S O NE 1 1. | 

. Almeria, youre, dlanzo. 7 

1 75 Alonzo. > Is 4 

THE Lord Geſae comes t ll yur High 
The King is juſt arri d. 

Alm. Conduct him in. [Exit ay, 


That's his Fretence, his crrand is, 1 know». _ - 
To fill my ears with Garcias valiant deeds. 

And and his Sons exploits. 

But I am arm d with. ice; around oy 
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of eyes. 
Abu. My Lord, * — behold 105 
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Gooſalez » Almeria, Leonora. 
Goſalez. 


ann 


Have all conſpir'd to blaze promiſcuous light 
And bleſs this day with moſt unequal'd luſtre, 


| Your Royal Father, my victorious Lord, 


Loaden with ſpoils, and ever living Laurel, 

Is entring now in martial pomp the Palace: 

Five hundred Myles precede his ſolemn march, 
Which groan beneath the weight. of Mooriſh wealth. 


. Chariots —— War, adorn'd with — Gems, 


Succeed; and next, a hundred oy 2) ing Steeds, 
ils; 


White as the fleecy rain on Alpine : 
That, bound, and foam, and champ the Golden bit, 


As they dildain'd the Victory they grace. 
Priſoners of War in ſhini — follow ; 


Aud Captains of the nobleſt blood of Africk 


Sweat by his Chariot wheel, and lick and grind - 
With gnaſhing teeth', the duſt his Triumphs raiſe. 
The warming Populace. ſpread every wall, | 
And cling , as ik with claws they did enforce 

The bo, 

As if they were all eyes, and every limb 

Would feed its faculty of admiration. 

While you alone retire, and ſhun this fight ; 

This fight, which is indeed not ſeen (tho tvvice 
The multitude ſhould gaze) in abſence 


The Sun , bright conqueſt ; and your brighter eyes; 


thro? clifted ſtones, — | 
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The MOURNING BRIDE, »> | 
The gilded Trophies of exterior honours. 
Nor will my ears * with NT words, 
REES Father is return d in 4 g 
I bend to Heav'n with thanks. 
| Gonſ. Excellent Princeſs / 
Vi ig ord, 0 ole poor | 
W1 to at yo ; 
ith dying wor Tone 


4 2 


Enter b 


8 Ras f warlike Mufick 


„ attented Guts wt —_— Of. 
pk Files of Priſoners in 
| Guards , who are ranged in order Tound 


the Stage. Almeria meets the Lug. and 

kneels ; afterwards Gonſalez kneels and 

| diſſes the Kings band, while Garcia does 
i The ſame 10 the har 


KING. 


Ar- | riſk—My beſt Genſales riſd. 
What, tears! my good old Friend, = 


Gon. But tears of joy; "5 


is th MOURNING BRIDE. 
— eyes with more delight than they can hold. f 
King. By Heav'n thou lot me, and I'm pleas'd 
thou doſt: wy 
Take it for thanks, old Man , that I rejoice 
To ſee thee weer on this occaſion —— Some 
Here are, who ſeem to mourn at our ſucceſs 
Why is t Almeria, that you meet our eyes, 
Upon this ſolemn day, in theſe fad weeds ? . 
In oppoſition to my brightneſs, you 4 
And yours are all like daughters of affliction, 
Alm, Forgive me , Sir, if I in this offend. I 
The year, which I have vow'd to pay to Heav'n, g 
In mourning & ſtrict lite, for my delirrance 0 
From 3 & death, wants yet to be expired. 1 
+ Xing. Your zeal to Heay'n is great; ſo is your debte I 
Yet ſomething too is due to me, who gave 
That life which Heav'n preſerv'd. A day beſtow'd 1 
In filial duty had aton'd and giv'n 5 
A diſpenſation to your Vow - No more: 
Twas weak and vrilful— and a Woman's error. 
Yet — upon thought, it doubly wounds my light, 
To ſee that fable worn upon the day 
Succeeding that, in which our deadlieſt Foe 
Hated Anſelmo, was interr'd - By Heav'n, 
It looks as thou didſt mourn for him. Juſt ſo, 
* ,  - Thy ſenſeleſs Vow appear'd to bear its date, 
F: 26] Not from that hour wherein thou wert preſer v'd, 
But that wherein the curs'd Alphonſo periſh'd. 
g Ha! What / thou doſt not weep to think of that ? 
= * Gonf. Have patience , Royal Sir, the Princeſs weeps | 
| To have offended you. If Fate decreed , 
One pointed hour ſhould be Alphonſos loſs, 
And her deliverance, is ſhe to blame? 
King. I tell thee ſhe's to blame, not to have feaſted 
When my firſt Foe was laid in earth; ſuch enmity, 
Such deteſtation bears my blood to his; 1 2 
My Daughter ſhould have revell'd at his death: Is 
geil £ | e 
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be MOURNING BRIDE.: 19 
She ſhould have made theſe Palace - walls to fake, 
And all this high and ample roof to ring 
With her rejoicings. What/ to mourn , & weep 


$ 

Then, then to weep, & pray, & grieve! By Heav'n, 

There's not a Slave, a ſhakled Share of mine, 

But ſhould have ſmil'd that hour , through all his care, 

And ſhook his chains in tranſport & rude harmony. 
Gonſ. What ſhe has done, A 

Betray d by too much piety , to ſeem 

As if ſhe had ofſended Sure, no more. 

King. To ſeem is to commit, at this conjuncture. 

I wonot have a ſeeming ſorrow ſeen 

Of that offenſive black ; on me be all | 

The violation of your Vow : For you, 

It ſhall be your excuſe, that I command it. 
Gar. kneeling. Your pardon, Sir, itI preſume ſo far, 

n 

King. Riſe, Garcia ] forgot. Yet ſtay, Almeria. 
Alm, My boding Heart / — What is your plea - 

ſure, Sir? 
Xing. Draw near, & give your hand; and Garcia, 
| = 

Rene Land; as one whom I have found 

Worthy to be your Hushand, and my Son. 

Gar. Thus let me kneel to take — O not to take =» 

But to devote, and yield my ſelf for ever 

+ The Slave and Creature of my Royal Miſtreſs. 
Gonſ. O let me proſtrate pay my worthleſs thanks — | 
King. No more; my promiſe long Gince pad, 7 

ſer vices, 

And Garcias well try d valeur. all oblige me. 

This day we triumph; but to-morrows Sun. 

Garcia, ſhall ſhine to grace thy Nuptials — 
Alm. Oh! | Log 
Gar, She faints! help to ſupport her. 82 

Xi. Afit © "of bridal fear; How is k. Almeria)” 

Bu Alm 


PP 
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Alm. A ſudden chilneſs ſeizes on wy Spirits. 


Your leave, Sir, to retire. 

Eing, Garcia, conduct her. ; 

[Garcia leads Almeria 20 the door, and returns. 
This idle Vow hangs on her Womans fears. 

III have a Prieſt ſhail preach her from her Faith, 
Which I'd have broken. Now, what would Alonzo ? 


EEE OATH A 
S NE I I. 


King, )  Gonſalez , Genie „ Alonzo * Alten- 
danis. 


Alonzo. 


OUR beauteous Captive Zara is arriv'd, 
And with a train as if ſhe ſtill were Wife 
To Albucacim, and the Moor had conquer d. 

King. It is our will ſhe ſhould be ſo attended. 
Bear hence theſe Priſoners. Garcia, which is he, 
Of whoſe mute valour you relate ſuch wonders? , + 

[ Priſoners led off. | 

Gar. Oſmyn, who led the Mooriſh Horſe , but he, 
Great Sir, at her requeſt, attends on Zara. 
| 8 th He is your Priſoner, as you pleaſe diſpoſe 


Gar. I would oblige him, bat he ſhuns my kind- 


And with a haughty mien, and ftern civility , 
Dumbly declines all offers: If be ſpeak 
"Tis ſcarce above a word; as he were born 
Alone to do, and did diſdain to talk; 19 
At leſt, to alk where bs mul ot comune; 


; King! 
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Wich uſual 


King. Such ſulleneſs. an1 in a man fo brave, 
Mult bave ſome other cauſe than his captivity. 


Did Zara then, he might attend her? 


* King. That, join'd with his behaviour. 
Begets a doubt. Id have. em watch'd; perhaps 
Her chains hang heavier on him than bis own. \ 


56d EAHED ED GD EDcEÞEDUD 
SCENE W 1.5 


King, Gonſalez, Garcia, Alonzo , Zara 


and Oimyn bound, conducted by Perez 
Sa Guard, and attended by Selim and 
ſeveral Mutes and Ennuchs in @ Pain. 


KING. 
HAT welcome, and what Honours beguteous 


Zara, | 
A King and Conqueror can give, are yours. 


A Conqueror indeed, where you are won; 


Who with ſuch luſtre ſtrike admiring eyes. 7 
That had our Pomp been with your preſence grac'd, 
Thexpecting Crowd had been deceiv'd, and feen 
Their Monarch enter _— RR. . 
In pleafing Triumph led, your beauty's Slave. 
Zara. If I on any terms could condeſcend 
To like Captivity, or think thoſe Honours, 
Which Conquerors in courtelie beſtow, _ 
Of equal value with unborrow'd rule, _ 
And native right to arbitrary ſway , 
might be pleas d, when I behold this train 
— wait 3 feel 
. 3 » 
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Theſe bonds, I look with loathing on my ſelf; 
And ſcorn vile Slavery , tho' doubly hid 
Beneath 'mock-praiſes, and diſlembled State. 

| King. Thoſe bonds! 'twas my command you ſhould 


be free. en, 
How durſt you, Perez, diſobey? 

Per. Great Sir, = | 
Your Order was, ſhe ſhould not wait your 
| —— 

But at ſome diſtance follow , thus attended. 
King. [is falſe; *twas more; I bid ſhe ſhould be 
wee?” - , 72 | a | 
Tf not in words, I bid it by my eyes. 
* did more than bid —— Free her and 


With ſpeed yet ſtay — my hands alone can make 
Fit reſtitution here — Thus I releaſe you, 
And by releaſing you enſlave my ſelf. 
Zara. Such favours ſo conferr'd, tho' when 
unſought, ©) T4 
Deſerve acknowledgement from noble minds, 
Such thanks as one hating to be oblig'd — 
| Yet hating more ingratitude, can pay, 
TR... - 3 
King. Born to excel, and to command 
As by tranſcendent beauty to attract 
All eyes, ſo by preheminence of Soul 
Jo rule all hearts. 
Ilk' Beholding Oſmyn, as they unbind him. 
| Garcia, what's he, who with contracted brow, 
And ſullen port, glooms downward with his eyes; 
Ass one regardleſs of his chains, or liberty? | 
* Gar. That, Sir, is he of whom I ſpoke, that's Oſinyn. 
King. He anſwers well the character you gave him. 
Whence comes it, valiant Oſinyn, that a Man 
So great in Arms as thou art faid to be, . 
So can endure captivity, | 


The 


S952 3 


ke 


The common chance of War? 
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Ofm. Becauſe captivity 

Has robb'd me of a dear and juſt Revenge · 

King. I underſtand not that. 

Oſm. I would not have you. 

Zara. That t Moor in battel loft a Friend, 


Whom more than life te lord d the regret, 


Of not revenging on his Foes' that loſs, 
Has caus d this melancholy and deſpair. | 
Kang. She docs exculo im ; tis as l ſuſpected. 
I Gonſ. 
aa Friend may be her Gl; ſeem not to 
His arrogant rep Iy : She looks concern'd: 


King. Lil have perhaps his Friend 
Yet lives, and i 42 ff gr. Til 22 
Zara. Heli. 


King. Garcia, that ſearch ſhall be your care: 
It ſhall be mine to pay devotion here; 1 
At this fair Shrine bo by my Laurels down , 

And raiſe Loves Altar on Ihe fpoils of War. 
Conqueſt and Triumph,” now ate mine no more 
Nor wil! I Victory in Camps adore : 

For, ling'ring there, in long fuſpence ſhe Rands, 
Shifting the prize in unrefolvirg hands: 

Unus'd to wait, I broke her aur. 

Fix d her by force, and ſhatch'd the doubtful Day. i 
Now , late 1 find that Wär is but her ſp ort; 
In Love the Goddeſs keeps her awful Court: 
Fickle in field, unſteadily ſhe flies, | 

But rules with ſettled ſway in Zaras eyes. 


r ein 


* 
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HERE 


n 4 c __ EY 
1 & ORE 
| Repreſenting the lle of a Temple, 

Garcia , Heli, Perez. 


GARCIA. 


quarts 18 Er. we're told, 2 was ſeen to 


Chuſing _—— dead, 


To mourn, brave Heli, thy miſtaken Fate. 
| ern Let Heayn with Thunder to the center ſtrike 


e 


Aud to reviſit with my long clos d eyes 

This 14 en light, cou'd to my ſoul, or ſenſe, 
Aﬀord ught, or ſhew a glimpſe of joy, 
In leaſt proportion to the vaſt delight 


I feel, to hear of Oſmyns name; to hear 


That Oſmyn lives, and I ſhall ſee him. 
3 I've heard, with admiration, of your Friend - 
Ip. 
Per. Yonder, my Lord, behold the noble Moor. 
- Heli. Where? where? 
Sar. I {aw him not nor any like him — 
Per. I ſaw bim when I ſpoke, thwarting my 


view, 


And ftriding with * haſte; his eyes 


Seem- 


r ee e ; 


So to be 
And when 
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Seem'd flame, and flaſh'd upon me with a | 
hen forward ſhot their fires ,, which hie 
s to ſome object frightful, yet not fear 


gene 


Gar. Let's haſte to follow him , and know the caule, | 


Heli. My Lord, let me entreat you to 


Leave me alone, to find 


and cure the cauſe. 


I know his melancholy , and ſuch ſtarts 


Are uſual to his temper. Ir Aras, raiſe him 


To act ſome violence upon 
3 


Secure and looſe in 


is Soul Ives s all ber 
ly ſolit 


nſelt, 
. 


s Way, 


1 know his noble heart would burit with ſhame, 


To be A 4 ＋ 
Gar, Go, 


in its trailty. 


3 Heli, & relieve your Friend. 
Far be t SN yp me, ©, officicall to pry 


Or prels upon the privacies of others. 


en eh en d ah 4» 


SCE 


N E Lb 


Caritas, Perez. 


GARCIA, 


Pi, the King expects from our tan us 8 
To have his jealouſie confirmed, or clear d. 


Of that 'appearing love which Zara bears 
To Ofmyn; but ſome other opportunity 


Muſt make that plain. 


Per. To me twas long 
And ev'ry look from him and her copfiem it, 


Gar, If ſo, unha 


fince plain, 
attends their love, 


And I could pity em. | hear ſome- coming · 
The Feel parkaps are mar let us avoid em 


By 


£ 
- * {4 


SCENE 
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KO COOL TT ZE WEE LIN 
SCRE 117 


Almeria, Leonora. 
ALMERIA. 


T was a FE” noiſe, for all is huſh'd! 
I Lao. It bore the accent of a human voice. 
Alm, It was thy fear, or elſe ſome tranſient 
wind 
Whiftling thro' bolloys of this vaulted Ide. 
Well litten — 
Leo. Hark! 
Alm. No, al is hund, and fill as Dea —· ri 
.- Geadfull © 
How reverend is the face of this tall Pile, 
Whoſe ancient Pillars rear their marble heads, 
4 o bear aloft its arch'd and pond'rous roof, 
y its own weight made ſtedfaſt and immovenble, 
. tranquility. It ſtrikes an awe 
And terror on my aking ſight; the Tombs 
And monumental caves of Bad look cold, 
And ſhoot a chilneſs to my trembling heart. 
Give me thy hand, and let me hear thy voice; 
Nay, quickly ſpeak to me, and let me hear 
| ws voice == my own aftrights me with its echos. 
. Let us return; the horror of this place 
And 1 „will encreaſe your melancholy. 
Alm. It may my fears, but connot add to that. 
No, I will on; ſrew me Anſelmos Tomb, | 
* 


Of 


4 


2282050 


0 


] 
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Ot human bodies; for III _ 

7% wind ine in the fivodd of Sed tile tinels 
Yet green in earth; rather than be the Bride 
Ot Garcia: more deteſted bed. That thought 
Exerts my ſpirits; and my preſent fears f 
Are loſt in dread of greater ill. Then ſhew me, 
Lead me, for I am bolder grown: Lead on 
Where I may kneel and pay my — 4 


To him, to Heav'n, and my Alponſos 
| Leo, I go but Heav'n can n 


9 * NB OV: 


The Scene opening diſcovers a Place of Tombs. 
One Monument fronting the view 
greater than the reſt. 


HELI. 
I Wander thro) this maze of Monuments, 
Yet cannot find him — — Hark / ſure "tis the 


voice 


Of one complaining —. There it ſounds —Il follow it. 


ae eee 
| 8,5 c E N E V. 


1 . . Almeria, Leonora. ml A 


| LEONORA. 
f Ehold the facred Vault, within whoſe womb 


TN i" Anſelmo reſt. . JN 


—_ 


21 
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Yet ficſh and unconſum'd by Time or Worms, 


What do I ſee? O Heavn! either my eyes And 
Are falſe, or ſtill the marble door remains 2 
Unclos'd; the iron gates that lead to Death | : 
Beneath, are ſtill wide ſiretch'd upon their hinge, ö 8p. 
And ſtaring on us with untolded leaves. co 


Alm. Sure tis the friendly yawn of Death forme; 2e 


And that dumb mouth, fignificant in ſhow, An 


Invites me to the bed, where | alone 
Shall reſt ; ſhews me the gtave, where Nature weary , Ri 
And long oppreſs'd with woes and bending cares, 


May lay the burden down, and ſink in ſlumbers Th 
Of Peace eternal. Death, grim Death, will fold Lc 
Me in his leaden arms, and preſs me cloſe Tt 
To his cold clayie breaſt: My Father then & 
Will ceaſe his Tyranny ; and Garcia too 11 
' Be fly my pale deformity with loathing. T 


1 dal, enlarg d from its vile bonds, will mount, © N. 
yo range the ſtarry Orbs , and milky ways 
Of that refulgent World, where 1 ſhall ſwing 
In liquid light, and float on Seas of bliſs 
To my Alphonſos Soul. O Joy too great! | 2 
O extaſie of thought! Help me, Anſelm»; 

Help me, Alphonſo; take me, reach thy hand; 
To thee, to thee I call, to thee, Alphonſo? 
"0 Alphonſo! 


eDavepaieaniband| 


. 4 
Almeria „ Leonora, Oſmyn aſcending l 
from i the 19 omb. C 

| ..Y 

, Ofmyn. | 

L 


7n 0 calls dil wreiched ding that A- @ 
Alm. Angels, and al the Holt . 
port me / ofm. 


* 


" 6 0 


ez 
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Oſin. Whence is that voice, hol fries rom d. 
grave, | 


wing to his Fathers ſhrowd, roots up 


Alm. Mercy Providence! O ſpeak, 
Speak to it quickly, quickly; ſpeak to me, 
Comfort me, kelp me, a me , hide me, — 
Leondba, in thy boſom , from the light, 
And from my eyes. 

O/m. Amazement and illuſion ! 
Rivet me, nail me where I ſtand, ye Powers; 


That motionleſs I may be ſiill drei) l. f 
Let me not ſtir, nor breath, leſt I diſſolve | 
That tender , lovely form of red dir, 4 
So like Almeria. K on” falls; 


And gro 


Y Alphonſo? 


I catch it ere it goes, and graſp her Shade 


'Tis lite 't tis warm! *tis ſhe! tis ſhe her ſelf / 
Nor dead, nor Shade, but breathing and alive / 
It is Almeria, tis, it is my wife / 


| LONEE eee 
8 CE NE VI. | 


Almeria, Leonora, Oſmyn, Heli 


Leonora. 
* ſhe ſtirs not an lis her eyes; -Þ 
He too is fai — Help me, S 
Who.der tos ati oF fois thy hand to raiſe 
Theſe: bodies. 
Heli. Ha! "tis he! and with Almeria 
O miracle of happineſs ! o Joy * 


| Vahop'd for ! does Almeria live! - ' + 6 


O/m, Where is ſhe? 
his wy Mold nd ach or, end be ta 


Thy Father is not here, my Love, nor Garcia: 


' Wile thou not know me / Haſt thou then forgot me? 


The wildneſs of the waves and rocks to this, 
That thus relenting, they have giv'n thee back 


To meet again in = to know 1 


Or trifle time in thinking. 
Let me look on thee, yet a little more. 
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Tis ſhe; ſhew me her face, and, let me feel 
Her lips with mine Tis ſhe, I'm not deceiv'd; 
I taſte her breath, I warm'd her and am warm'd. 
Look up, Almeria, bleſs me with thy eyes; 
Look on thy love, thy lover and thy husband. 
Alm. I've ſworn III not wed Garcia; why d- ye 
force me? 
Is this a Father? | 
Oſm. Look on thy Alphonſo. 


= 2 


Nor am I what I ſeem, but thy Alphonſo. 


e622 


Haſt thou thy eyes, yet can'ſt not ſee Alphon/o ? 

Am I ſo alter'd, or art thou ſo chang d, 

That ſeeing my diſguiſe, thou ſeeſt not me? 

Alm. It is, it ts Alphonſo. Tis his face, 

His voice, I know him now, I know him all. 

O take me to thy arms, and bear me hence, 

Back to the beret of the boundleſs deep , 

To Seas beneath, where thou fo lung haſt dwelt. 

O how haſt thou return'd How haſt thou charm'd ]. 


To earth, to light and life, to love and me; 
Omf. © Il not ask, nor anſwer how , or why, 

Ve both have backward trod the paths of Fate, 

294 —_ 

Is knowing more than Jong circumſtance 

oO — which 1 have thee - 

To fold — to preſs thy balmy lips, 

And gaze upon thy eyes, is ſo much joy, 

T have not leiſure to reflect, or know , 


HJ 222 2 WJ 


Alm. Stay a while 
fm. — vod thou ? thou doſt put me from 
An. bi Y 


4 


O/m, 
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O/m. And why ? What doſt thou mean? why doſt 
thou gaze fo? 
Alm I know noc, tis to ſee thy face, I think 
It is too much! too much to bear and live! | 
Jo {cc him thus again is ſuch profuſion 
Ot joy, of bl: I cannot bear I muſt 
Be rad I cannot be traoſported thus. 
O/m. Thou Excellence, thou joy. Heav n of love! 
Aim. Where haſt thou been ? and how ar: thou alive? 
How is all this ? All- powerful NMeav n. what are we? 
O my ſtrain d heart let me again behold thee , 
For I weep to ſee thee Art thou not paler? 
Much, much; how thou art chang'd! 
Oſm. Not in my love. ; 
As. os no, thy griefs, I know, have done this t 
Thou ha? wept much, Alphonſo, and. I fear, 
Too muc:: n tenderly lamented me. St 
Ofm. . **. not my love, to f too tenderly. . 
No more, my lite; talł not of tears or grief; 
Afffict ion is no more, now thou art found. 
Viy doſtthou weep , and hold thee from my arms, 
My arms which ake to fold thee faſt, and gros 
To thee with twining? Come, come to my heart. 
Alm, I will, for | thould never look enough. 
They would have marry'd me; but I had ſwan 
To Heay'n & thee, and ſooner *7gu'd have dy d 
©/m. Perfection of all faithfulneſs and love / | I 
Alm. Indeed I wou'd =» Nay, 1 wou'd tell thee all, 2 
It I cou d ſpeak; how l have mourn d andpray'd; 
For I haye pray d to thee as to a Saint: 1 
And thou haſt heard my prayer; for thou art come 
Io my diſtreſs, to my deſpair, which Heav'n | 
Could only by reſtoring thee have cur d. - 
| on In me but life, good Heav'n , but length of 


Ys, 
To pay ſome part, ſome little of this debt. 
Thy cont ſum of tendernels ad ore, 


* 
* 
* 
4 


* 2 
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For which1 ſtand engag d to this all exceliencc: 
Then bear me in a whirlwind to my Fate, 1 

Snatch me from life, and cut me ſhort unwarn'd ; 
Then, then twill be enough — 1 ſhall be old, 
1 ſhall have liv'd beyond all ZXras then 
Of yet unmeaſur d time; when | have made 
This exquilite , this moſt amazing goodnels , 
Some recompence of love and matchleſi truth 
An. Tis more than recompence , to ſcce thy tace: 
If Heay'n is greater joy it is no happinels, 
For tis not be born What ſhall I fay ?. 

I have a thouſand things to kno vv, and ask, 
And ſpeak — That thou art here, beyond all hope, 
All thought: that all at once thou art before me; 
And with ſuch ſuddenneſs haſt hit my ſight, 

Is ſuch ſurprize, ſuch myſtery , ſuch extauie! 

It hurries all my ſoul, and ſtuns my ſenſe. 

Sure from thy Fathers Tomb thou didſt ariſc ? 

Om. I did, and thou my Love didſt call me thence, 
3 but how cam't thou thee 5 Wert thou 

| ne? 
Oſm. I was, and lying on my Fathers lead, 

When broken ecchos of a diſtant voice 

Diſturb'd the ſacred ſilence of the vault, 

In murmurs round my head. I roſe and liſtned, 


"© TIthoughtI Gw thee toq but O, I thought not 


That I indeed ſhould be ſo bleſt to ſee thee — FN 
Alm. But ſtill, how cam'ſt thou hither? bow thus? - 
Ha ! . | 
What's he, who like thy {elf is ſtarted here 
Ere ſeen? | | | . 
On Where? ha !what do ſee? Antonio ! 
I'm fortunate indeed., . my Friend too, ſafe / 
Heli. Moſt happily, in finding you thus bleſg'd. 
82 . miracles ! Antonio too eſcap'd! 
Oſm. twice eſcap d, both from the rage of Seas. 
And War: For in the Fight 1 law him go . 


1 
It 
v 
Ir 
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Heli, But fell unhurt , a priſoner as your ſelf, 
And as your ſelf made free, hither I came 
Impatiently to ſeek you, where I knew 
Your griet would lead you to lament Anſelmo. 
 Oſm, There are no wonders, or clic all is wonder, 
Heli, I a you on the , and rais'd you up: 
When with aſtoniſhment, I ſaw Almeria. 
O/m. I ſaw her too. and therefore ſaw not thee. 
Alm. Nor 1, nor could I, for my eyes were yours. 
Cſm. What means the bounty of all-gracious Heav'n , 
That perſevering ſtill, with open hand, 
It ſcarters good, as in a waſte ot mercy! | 
Where will this end ! but Heav'n is ina 
In al, and can continue ta beſtow, 
When ſcanty number ſhall be ſpent in telling. 
Leo. Or I'm deceiv'd, or I beheld the glimpſt 
Ot two in ſhining habits croſs the Ifle ; 
Who by their pointing ſeem to mark this place. 
Alm. Sure I have dreamt, if we muſt part ſo foot, 
Oſin. I wiſh at leaſt, our parting were a drewm _- 
Or we coull Gay "99 we agal : 
w 


in were met. 

Hieli. Zara with Selim, Sir I ſaw and knew em: 

You muſt be quick, for Love will lend her wings. 
Alm, What Love? Who is ſhe? Why are you alarm'd? 
Oſm. She's the reverſe of thee ; ſhe's my unhappineſs. 

Harbour no thought that may diſturb thy peace; 

But gently take thy ſelf away, left ſhe 

Should come and ſee the ſtraining of my eyes 

To follow thee.. IU think how we may meet 

To part no more; my Friend will tell thee all; 

How I eſcap'd, how, I am here, and thus; 

lIhonſo now , but Oſmyn; 


How I'm not call'd - 
And he Heli. All, all he will untold, 
Fre next we meet . wh 
Alm. Sure we ſhall meet again. EX 7.91 or 72m 
Of, We ſhall; 9 but to meet gin. 179 


G. *. 
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Giadneſs and warmth of ever-kindling Love Vs 
Dwell with ein and revive thy beart in abſence. 


eb eh e c cls ab cer GD dec 
S C E N E VIII. 


Ozurn, . 


. (oth 3 
Turn your lights mward , eyes, & view my thought, ] 
| ſhall you ſtill behold her... twill not be, 

yy by impotence of ſight ! mechanick ſenſe, 

Which to exterior objects ow'ſt thy faculty 6 | : 

Not ſeeing of election, but neceſſity. : 

Thus do our eyes, as do all common mirrours, 4 
©. Succeſliyely reflect ſucceeding images; 

Not what they would, but muſt; a far, of toad: ] 
uſt as the hand of chance adminiſters. So 
ot ſo the Mind, whoſe undetermin'd view 

Revolves, and to the preſent adds the palt; | 

Eſaying further to futurity ; ] 


Nut that in vain. I Have Almeria here 


At once, as I before have ſeen her often 
ö m HEE 4 
SCENE 1X. th 
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; 3 | Es Scene Omya. 
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and fix'd to GY 
£5: in thought; a Statue among Statues; © I 
Ways O/myn, doſt thou ny me thus? 


Is 
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The MOURNING BRIDE, 35 
Is it well done? Is this then the reeum © © 
For fame, for honour, and for empire luſt? © 
But what is loſs of honour, fame and empire? ©: 
Is this the recompence reſerv'd for love? * 
Why doſt thou — my eyes, and fly my ums, 

To find this place of horror and obicurity? 

Am 1 more loathſome to thee than the grave, 

That thou doſt ſeek to ſhicl4 thee there, and ſhun 
My love? But to the grave I'll follow cher 

He looks not, minds not, hears not; barbarous Man ! 
Am | neglected thus? Am I deipis d? 

Not heard! ungratefu! Ofmyn. 
| Oſin. Ha, tis Zara 
Zara. Ves, Traitor, Zara, loſt abandon'd Zara, 
1s a regardleſs ſuppliant, now, to Oſmyn. 

The Slave, the wretch that ſhe rederm d from death | 
Diſdains to liſten now, or look on Zara. | 
Oſm. Far be the guilt of ſuch reproaches from mez 

Loſt in my ſelf, and blinded by ny cm 7 
I ſaw you not, *till now. } x40 

Zara. Now then you fee me... 

But with ſuch — and thanklefs eyes you look, 

Better I was unſeen , than ſeen thus cold. 
Oſm. What would verbo ech who came i. 

mourn ; | 

And only tor his ſorrows choſe this ſolitude ? 

Look round ; joy is not here, nor cheartulneſi. 

You have purſu d misfortune to its dwelling, 

Yet look for paicty and gladneſs there, 

Zara. Inkuman ! Why, why doſt thou rack aches 
And with perverieneſs, from the ny 
What is't to me, this houſe of miſery? 
What joy do I require? If thou doſt mourn, > 
I come to mourn with theez. to ſhare thy 5 
E in ex » my . 

„O that's the may. I am 25 
1 x not wherewi | ; inch 


En then. Kneeling on earth, I loos d my hair, 
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Give it me as it is; I ask no more | 
For all I've done, and all I have endur'd. 0 
For ſaving thee, when I beheld thee firſt, ] 
Driv'n by the tide upon my countrys coaſt , 

Pale and expiring , drench d in briny waves, 

Thou and thy Friend, till my compaſſion found thee; 
Compaſſion ! ſcarce will't own that name, ſo ſoon, 
So quickly was it love; for thou wert God-like 


And with it dryd thy wat'ry checks; then chafd 

Thy temples, till reviving blood aroſe , | 

And like the morn vermilion'd o'er thy face. 

O Heay'n! how did my heart rejoice and ake, . 

When I beheld the day-break of thy eyes, 

And felt the balin of thy reſpiring lips | 
Oſm. O call not to my mind what you have done, 

It ſets a debt of that account before me, 

Which ſhews me poor and bankrupt even in hopes. 

Zara. The Aichlal Selim , and my Women know 

The dangers which I tempted to conceal you. 

Tou know how I abus'd the credulous King; 

What arts I us'd to make you paſs on bim, 

When he receiv'd you as the Prince of Fez; 

And as my Kinſman, honour'd and advanc'd you. 

O, why do I relate what I have done? 

What did I not; Was't not for you this War 

Commenc'd? Not knowing who you were nor why 

Tou hated Manuel, I urg*d my Husband 

To this Invaſion; where he late was loſt, 

Where all is loſt, and I am made a Slave. 

Look on me now, from Empire fall'n to Slavery; 

Think on my ſuff rings firſt, then look on me; 

Think on the cauſe of all, then view thy lf: 

Reflect on Oſinyn, and then look on Zara, 

The fall, the loſt, and now the captive Zara, 

And now abandon'd... ſay, what then is Omyn ? 
m. A fatal wretch'... a huge ſtupenduous ruin, . 
: e ogra eff © eee 
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That tumbling on its prop, cruſh'd all beneath, 
And bore contiguous Palaces to earth. 

Zara. Yet thus, thus tall n. thus levell'd with the vileſt, 
If I have gain'd thy love, 'tis glorious ruins 
Ruin! *ris ſtill to reign, an1 to be more 
A Queen ; for what are riches, Empire, power , 

But larger means to gratifie the will? | 

The ſteps on which we tread, to riſe, and reach 
Our wiſh; and that obtain'd , down with the ſcaffolding, 
Of Scepters, Crowns, and Thrones.they've ſerv'd their end 
And are, like lumber, to be left and ſcorn'd. 

Oſm. Why was I made the inſtrument, to throw 
In bonds the frame of this exalted mind? 

Zara. We may be free, the Conqueror . 

In chains unſeen I hold him by the heart. 

And can unwind or ſtrain him as I pleaſe. —_ 

Give me thy Love, I] give thee Liberty. 

Dm. In vain you offer, and in vain require 
What neither can beſtow, Set free your ſelf, / 
And leave a Slave the wretch that vrould be fo. 

Z-ra, Thou canſt not mean ſo poorly en thoy talk t. 

Ofm. Alu, you know me not. 

Zara. Not who. thou art. n 8 
Put what, this laſt ingratitude 8 
This groveling baſeneſs .. Thou fay'ſt true, 1 hana 
Thee rot; for what thou art yet wants a name: 
Bu- ſomerhing fo unworthy, nd fo vile, 

That to have lov'd thee makes me 1 T% 
Than all the malice of my other fate. | | 
Traitor, Monſter , cold and perſidious Slave! . 

A Slare, not daring to de free ! nor darés bz 
To love above hirn, for tis dangerous: ö 
Tis that, I know; for thou doſt loo. arch eyes 
Sparkling deſire, and trembling to 
I know my charms have reach'd 
And wle thee through 
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There, there's the dreadtul ſound, the King's thy Rival! 
Selim. Madam , the King is here, and entring now. 
Zare. As I could wiſh, by Heav 'n I'll be ** d. 


ac cn dh d che be dar, 
SC 1 N E X. 


"Wes; Oſmyn , Selim, the King , 
Perez, and Attenda nts. 


King. 

H does the faireſt of her kind withdraw 
Her ſhining from the day, to gild this ſcene 
Of death and night? Ha! what diſorder's this? 
Somewhat I heard of King and Rival mention d: 
What's he that dares be Rival to the King ! 
Or lift his eyes to like , where I adore? 

Zara. There, he, your Priſoner, and that was my Slave. 
King. How! better than my hopes! does ſhe accuſe 

him ? [ Aſide. 

Zara. Am I become fo low by my captivity, 
And do your Arms ſo leſſen what they conquer, 
That Zara mult be made the ſport of Slaves ? 

And ſhall the wretch, whom yeſter Sun beheld 
Waiting, my nod, the creature of my pow'r, 
Preſume to- day to plead audacious love, 

And build bold hopes on my dejected fate 7 


Zetter for him to tempt the rage of Heav'n, 


And wrench the bolt red-hiſſing from the hand 
Of him that thunders, than but think that inſolence, 

Tis daring ſor a God. Hence, to the wheel 
With that Lxion, who aſpires to hold 

Divinity embrac'd: to whips and priſons 
. and rid me of his face. 


5 BS! [Garde fi o 


Zara. | 
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Zara. Compaſſion led me to bemoan his ſtate. "Ml 
Whoſe former faith had merited much more : 
And through my hopes in you , 1 undertook | 
He ſhould be ſet at large: thence ſprung his inſolence, 
And what was charity, he conſtru'd love. 

King. Enough; his puniſhment be what you pleaſe. 
But let me lead you from this place of ſorrow , 
To one, where young delights attend; _— 
Yet new , unborn, and blooming ip the bud, 
Which wait to be full blown at your approach, 
And ſpread like Roſes to the morning Sun: 
Where ev'ry hour ſhall roll in circling joys, 
And Love ſhall wing the tedious walting day. 
Life without love is load; and time ſtands fill : 
} What we retuſe to him, to death we give; 

And then, then ouiy , when we love, we live. 


Exeunt. 
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4 | . - Ofuryn. . 
Ur now, and I was clos'd within the torab _ 
That holds my Fathers aſhes; and but-now , 

Where be was pris'ner I am too impriſon'd. - // 

Sure tis the band of Heav'n that loads me thus, _ 
T; 4 C4 E | And 


- 
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And for ſo purpoſe ts out theſe remembrances. 
In a Ker 
This paper, what it is this light will ſhow, 


If my Alphonſo . Ha! Reading: 


If my Alphonſo live , reſtore him, Heavn; 

Give me more weight, cruſh my declining years 
With bolts, with chains , impriſonment and want ; 
But bleſs my Son, 1 it not him for me. 


It is his hand; this was his pray'r ... yet more 


Let ev'ry hair, which Sorrow by the roots [ Reading. 
Tears from my hoary and devoted head, 


Be doubled in thy mercies to my Son : 
Nor for my ſelf, but him, hear me, Allegratious "M 


"Tis wanting what ſhou'd follow ... Heav'n ſhou'd follow. , 
But tis torn off... Why ſhou'd that word alone 
Be torn from his petition ? 'T'was to Heav'n, 
But Heay'n was deaf, Heay'n heard him not; but thus, 
Thus as the name of Heav'n from this is torn, 4 
So did it tear the ow of my from 
His voice, ſhutting the gates of pray'r ſt bim. 
If piety be thus debarr'd acceſs 233 
On high , and of good Men the very beſt 
Is fingled out to bleed, and bear the ſcourge, 

What is reward ; or waat is puniſhment ? 
But who ſhall dare to tax eternal Juſtice / 
Yet I may think... I may, I muſt; for thought 
Precedes the will to think, and Error lives 
Ere reaſon can be born. Reaſon, the power 


To gueſs at right and ; the twinkling lamp 
'Of — ring life, tha thee is and wakes by turns, 


Fooling the follower, betwixt ſhade and wing 
What Ba Who's there? my Friend / How cam ' ſt thou 
| 2, | 


= 
* 
7 
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SCENE 11. 


Oſmyn, Heli. 


| Heli. 
He time's too precious to be ſpent in telling: 
I The Captain, 4yafluenc'd by Almerias power, 
Gave order to the Guards for my admittance. | 
Oſm. How does Almeria t But I know, ſhe is 
As l am. Tell me, may I hope to ſte her? 
Heli. You may; anon, at midnight, when the King 
Is gone to reſt, and Garcia is retix d, | 
(Who takes the privilege to viſit late, 
Preſuming on a Bridegrooms right) ſhe'll come. 
Oſin. She'll come; tis what | wiſh , yet what I fear. 
She'll come, but whither, and to whom ? O Heay'n 
To a vile priſon, and a captiv'd wretch; 
To one, whom had ſhe never known, ſhe had 
Been happy et Why, why was that heav'nly creature 
Abandon'd o'er to love what Heav'n forſakes 7 
Why does ſhe follow, with unwearied ſteps , 
One, who has tir'd misfortune with purſuing ? 
One driv'n about the world like blaſted leaves 
Ang chaff, the ſport of adverſe winds; till late 
At length, impriſon'd in ſome cleft af rock, 
Or earth, it reſts, and rots to fileat duſt. 
Huli Have hopes, and hear the voice of better Fate. 
P ve learn'd there are diſorders ripe for mutiny _ 
Among the Troops, vrho thought toſnre the plander 
Which Manuel to his own uſe and avarics P 
Converts, This News has rexch'd Valentias trontiers; 


Where many of your Subjets » long opprels'd 


42 'The MOURNING BRIDE 

With Tyranny and grievous impolitions, 

Are riſen in Arms, and call for chiets to head 

And lead em, to regain their rights & liberty. 
 O/m. By Heav'n thou'ſt rouz d me from my lethargy. 

The Spirit which was deaf to my own wrongs, 

And the loud cries ot my dead fathers blood; 

Deaf to revenge ;.. nay , which refus'd to hear 

The piercing ighs and murmurs of my love 

Yet w.cnjoy'd; what not Almeria co. ld 

Revive, or raiſe, my Peoples voice has waken'd, 

O my Antonio, I am all on fire, 

My Soul is up in Arms, ready to charge | 

And bear amidſt the Foe, with conq'ring troops : 

I hear em call to lead em on to Liberty. 

To Victory; their ſhours and clamours rend 


My cars, and reach the: Heav'ins. Where is the King? 
Whele is Alphonſo? ha! where? where indeed? 


O I could tear and burit the ſtrings of lite, 
To break theſe chains Off, off, ye ſtains of Royalty. 
Off Slavery, O curſe! that I alone 
Can beat and flutter in my cage when [1 
Would ſoar and ſtoop at victory beneath, 

Heli. Our poſture of affairs, and ſcanty time, 
My Lord, require you ſhould compoſe your ſelf, 
And think on what we may reduce to practice. 
Zara, the caule of your reſtraint, may be 
The means of liberty reſtor'd. That gain'd, 
Occalion will not fail to point out ways 
For your eſcape. Mean time, I've thought already 
With ſpeed and ſa fety, to convey my ſelt 
Where not far off ſome Mal-contents hold council 
Nightly; hating this Tyrant: 'Some, who love 
Anſelmos memory, and will, for certain, 
When thy ſhall know you live, aſſiſt your cauſe. 
Oſm. Wy friend aud countellor, as thou think'ſt fit; 
So do. I will with patience wait my fortune. 
Huli. When Zara comes, abate of your averion. 
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 ©ſm. | hate her not, nor can diſſemble love: 
But as I may, III do. I have g paper : 
Which I would ſhew thee, Friend, but that the fight 
Would hold thee here, and clog + "os po 
Within I found it, by my Fatners 
Tas writ; a pray'r for me, wherein appears 
Paternal love prevailing o'er his ſorrows ; 

Such ſanctity, ſuch tenderneſs, fo mix d 

Wich prief, as wou'd draw tears from inhumanity 
Heli. The care of Providence ſure left it there, 

To arm your mind with hope. Such piety 

Was never heard in vain: Heav'n has in ſtore _ 

For you, thoſe bleſſings it with-heid from him. 

In that aſſurance live; which time, I hope, 

And our next meeting will confirm. 

Ofen. Farewel, 
My Friend, the good thou doſt deſerve attend thees 


<2 D απ e elo cih 
SCENE 111 751 


| | Oſmyn alone. LEE 
1 been to blame, and queſtion d with impiety 
The care of Heavin, Not ſv my Father bore 
More anxious griet. This ſhou'd have better taught me; 
This leſſon , in ſome hour of inſpiration, wy: + 
By him ſet down, when his pure thoughts were born, 
*r, „ 3 28 - 
Anf watt „ on A wings, thro' ways 
Of light to the bright ſource of * For mary, | 
He in the book of preſcience ſa this day; 
And waking to the world and mortal ſenſe, 
Left this Example of his relignation , | 
This his laſt legacy to me, whuch- here 
I'll treaſure, as more worth than diadems, 


Or all extended rule of Regal po- r. 
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n 
Oſmyn, Zara veil d. 


W brightneſs breaks upon me thus thro' ſha es, | 50 


And promiſes a day to this dark dwelling ? O. 
Is it my Love? | An 
Zara. O that thy heart had taught [ Liſting her veil. An 
Thy tongue that ſaying. OE, "1 
Oſm. Zara! I am betray d | Or 
By my ſurfrize. : | 
Zara. What, does my face diſpleaſe thee ? | 
That having ſeen it, thou doſt turn thy eyes Th 
Away, as from deformity and horror. Th 


It fo, this fable curtain ſhal] again 

Be drawn, and | will ſtand before thee ſee ng, p 

j And unſcen. Is it my Love? ask again ( 
Thar queſtion, ſpeak again in that ſoft voice, . 
And look again with wiſhes in thy eyes. 


O no, thou can'ſt not, for thou ſeeſt me now, 
As ſhe, whoſe ſavage breaſt has been the caule | Th 
Of theſe thy wrongs ; as ſhe, whole barbarous rage Lot 
Has loaden thee with chains and galling irons: An 
Well doſt thou ſcorn me, and upbraid-my talſeneſs ; Ha 


Could one who lo vd. thus torture whom ſhe 


lovd? 0 


No, no, it muſt be hattred, dire revenge Wh 

And deteſtation , that con'd uſe thee thus, Oc 
=_ So thou doſt think; then do but tell me fo; 
: Tell me, and thou ſhalt ſee how II revenge My 
Thee on this falſe one, bow I'll ſtab and tear Wa 

This heart of flint till it ſhall bleed; and thou Son 


Stalt weep for mine, forgetting thy own miileries: 
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Oſm. You wrong me, beautous Zara, to belicve 
I bear my fortunes with ſo low a mind, 
As ſtill to mediate revenge on all 
Whom Chance, or Fate working by ſecret cauſes, 
Has made perforce ſubſervient to that end 
The Heav'nly Pow'rs allot me. No, not you, 
But Deſtiny and inauſpicious Stars f 
Have calt me down to this low being: Or, 
Granting you had, from you I have deſerv'd it. | 
Zara. Canſt thou forgive me then? wilt thou believe 
So kindly of my fault, to call it madneſs? | 
O, give that madneſs yet a milder name, 
And call it paſſion; then, be ſtill more kind, 
And call that paſſion Love. 
- Ofm, Give it a name, 
Or being as you pleaſe, ſuch I will think it. 
Zara. O thou doſt wound me more with this thy 
goodneſs Fa. 
Than e'er thou coud'ſt with bittereſt reproaches, 
Thy anger cou'd not pierce thus tomy heart. 
 Oſm. Yet I cou'd wiſh... | 
Zara. Haſte me to know it , what ? | 
Oſin. That at this time I had not been this thing 
Zara. What thing 
Oſm. This Slave. 
Zara. O Heav'n ! my fears i 2755 
This thy filence ; ſomewhat of high concern, 
Long faſhioning within thy labour ing mind, 
And now juſt ripe for birth, my rage has ruin d. 
Have I done this Tell me, am I fo curs'd? 
 O/m, Time may have ſtill one fated hour to come, 
Which wing'd with Liberty, might overtake 
Occaſion palt. 
Zara. Swift as occaſien, I 
My ſelf will fly; and earlier than the morn 
Wake thee to Now tis late; and yet 
Some news fe minutes paſt arriv'd,, which ſeem'd 
: "= 
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7 o ſhake the temper of the King.. Who knows 
What racking cares diſeaſe a Monarchs bed? 

Or Love, that late at night ſtill lights his lamp, 

And ſtrikes his rays thro' dusk, and folded lids, 
Forbidding reſt, may ſtretch his eyes awake, 

And torce their balls abroad at this dead hour. 
il try. | ; 
O/m. I have not merited this grace; 
Nor, ſhou'd my ſecret purpole take effect, 
Cen | repay , as you require, ſuch benefits. 
Zara. Thou canſt not owe me more, nor have I more 
To give, than I've already loſt, But now, 
So does the form of our engagements reſt, 
Thou haſt the wrong, till I redeem thee hence; 
Thar done, I leave thy juſtice to return 
My love. Adieu. 
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Olmyn alone . 


{IS Woman has a ſoul 
a8 Ot God-like mould, intrepid and commanding z 
And challenges, in ſpight ot me, my beſt 
| Eſteem : to this ſhe's fair, few more can boaſt 


Of perſonal charms , or with leſs vanity . 
Might hope to captivate the hearts of Kings. Th 
But ſhe has paſſions which out- ſtrip the wind, On 
And tear her Virtues up , as tempeſts root Nc 
The Sea. I fear when the ſhall know the truth, Fee 
Some {witt and dire event of her blind rage Wi 
Will make all fatal. ' But behold, ſhe comes On 
For whom I fear, to ſhield me from my fears. Dr 


'The cauſe and comfort of my boding heart, © Th 


i 


* 


| Or wiſh thee from my fight. 
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SCENE VI. | 


Almeria, Olmyn. 
2 
M Life, my Sy liberty, my all, 
How fall I welcome thee to this ſad place? 
How ſpeak to thee the words of joy and tranſtert? 
How run into thy arms, with-held by fetters; 
Or take the into mine, while I'm thus manacled 
And pinion'd like a thief or murderer ? 
Shall I not hurt or bruiſe thy tender body.“ 
And ſtain thy boſom with the ruſt of theſe 
Rude irons? Muſt I meet thee thus. Almeria? | 
Alm. Thus, thus; we parted, thus to meet again. 
Thou told ſt me thou would'ſt think how we might meet 
To part no more... Now we will part no more, 
For theſe thy chains, or death, ſhall join us ever. | 
O/m, Hard means to ratific that word! . O eruelty! 


That ever 1 ſhould think beholding thee 


A torture! . yet, ſuch is the bleeding anguiſh 
Of my heart, to ſee thy ſufferings... O Heav n! 
That I cou'd almoſt turn my eyes away, 

Alm, O ſay not fo; a 
Tho' tis becauſe thou lov'ſt me: Do not ſay. | 
On any terms, that thou doſt wiſh me from thee, 
No, no, tis better thus, that we together 
Feed on each others heart, devour our woes 
With mutual appetite; and mingling in 5 
noe cup OY TS Seans. 67 Loh ane gang {1 
Drink bitter draughts, with never ſacking thirſt. 
Thus better, than.for any cauſe to part. | 
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What doſt thou think? Look not ſo tenderly 
Upon me... ſpeak, and take me in thy arms... 


Thou canſt not / thy poor arms are bound, and ſtrive 


In vain with the remorſeleſs chains, which gnaw | 
And eat into thy fleſh, feſtring thy limbs 
With rankling ruſt; 

On. Oh! O... 

Alm. Give me that ſigh. 3 
Why doſt thou heave, and ſtifle in thy griefs! _ 
Thy heart will burſt, thy eyes look red and ſtart; 
| Give thy foul way, and tell me thy dark thoughr. 


Oſm. For this worlds rule, I ou d not wound thy K reaſt 


With ſuch a dagger as then ſtuck my heart 
Alm. Why? why? To know it, cannot wound me more, 
Than knowing thou haſt felt it. Tell it me. 
Thou ꝑiv'ſt me pain with too much tenderneſs / 
Oſm. And thy exceſſive love diſtracts my ſenſe“ 
- © wov'dſt thou be leſs killing, ſoft or kind. 
Grief cou'd not double thus his darts againſt me. 
Alm. Thou doſt me wrong, & grief too robs my heart, 
It there he ſhoot not ev'ry other ſhaft; 
Thy ſecond ſelf ſhou'd feel each other wound, 
And woe ſhou'd be in equal portions dealt. 
+] am thy wife... | | 
Oſm. O thou haſt ſearch'd too deep: 
There. there I bleed; there pull the cruel cords 
That ſtrain my cracking nerves : Engines and wheels, 
That piece-meal grind, are beds of Sen and balm 
To that ſoul- racking thought. | 
Am. Then I am curs'd 
Indeed, if that be fo; it Pm thy torment 
Kill me, kill me then, daſh me with thy chains, 
Tread on me: What, am I the boſorm- Hake 


That ſucks thy warm life- blood, and gnaws thy heart? 


O that thy words had force to break thoſe bonds, 


4 they have ſlrength to tear this heart in under 


80 ſhou'dit thou be at large from all oppreſſion. | 
K's + : _ Am 
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Am I, am I of all thy woes the worſt? 
Oſm. My all of blits, m) cvycriaiting lite, 
Soul of my ſoul, and end of all my wiſhes, 
Why doſt thou thus unman me with thy words, 
And melt me down to mingle with thy weepings? 
v hy doſt thouask / Why doit thou talk thus piercingly i 
Thy ſorrows have diſturo d thy peace of mind, 
And thou doſt ſpeak of miterys impolkible, 
Alm. Didit thou not tay ; that racks and wheels wers 
bam, 
And beds of caſe, to thinking me chy Wife? 
Oſm. No, no; wor ſhou'd de tubcleR pals that Hel 
Or hell- born malice can invent, extort 
A wiſh or thought trom me, to have thee other. 
But thou wilt know whar hrrows up my heart 
Thou art my Wite... nay , thou art yet m * 
The ſacred rien of Cn 0 e 
Yet unaccomplith'd , bis miſterious rites 
Delay'd ; nor has our Hymenceal torch 
Yet lighted up his laſt —— Gcrifice, oe. 
hut daſh'd with rain trom eyes, and ſwaid * * 
Burns dim, and glimmers with a light. 
Is this dark: cla Wang for tha 
0+ this vil and an Altar foe fuck gf p 
Tais den for Slaves, this Dungeon damp'd with * 
I; this our Marriage- bed Are theſe our o 
ls this to call thee mine? O hold wy heart 
To call thee mine? Yes; thus, evn thus, fo wy 
Thee mine, were comfort, joy, — nl 
40 n ag c r 25 b 
And tis deny d to me to be fo bleſtd, 
As to, be wrerched with ther. FOOL mat” 
Alm. No; not that 2 *. 
Th' extreameſt — Tithe Ak} 
Thar ſtill is left us, and on that we'll feed, 
As on the leavings of ca 


Therewe will feaſt , 90d fle g pal abs. 
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And hug, in ſcorn of it, our mutual ruin. 
Oſm. O thou doſt talk, my love, as one reſolv'd , 
Becauſe not knowing danger. But look forward; 
Think on to-morrow , — thou ſhalt be torn 
From theſe weak, ſtruggling , unextended arms; 
Think how my heart will heave, and eyes will ſtrain, 
To graſp and reach what is deny d my hands: 
Think how the blood will tart, and tears will guſh 
To follow thee, my ſc paxating foul. 
Think how I am, when thou ſhalt wed with Garcia 
Then will I ſmear theſe walls with blood, disfigure 
And daſh my face, and rive my clotted hair, 
Break on the flinty floor my throbbing breaſt , 
And grovel with gaſh'd hands to ſcratch a grave, 
Stripping my nails, to tear this pavement up, 

bury me alive. 
Alm. Heart-breaking horror / 


Oſm. Then Garcia ſhall lye panting on thy boſom, 


Luxurious, revelling amidſt thy charms , 
And thou perforce muſt yield , and aid his tranſport. 
Hell! Hell! bave I not cauſe to rage and rave! 
What are all racks, and wheels, and whips to this? 
Are they not foothing ſoftneſs, a. 
And watting air to this? O my Almeria, 
What do the damn d endure, but to deſpair, 

But knowing Heav'n, to know it loſt for ever? 
Ain. O, I am ſtruck; thy words are bolts of ice 
Which ſhot into my breaſt, now melt and chill me. 
I chatter, ſhake, and fainc with thrilling fears. 

No, hold me not... O, let us not tupport, 
Zut ſin each other deeper yet, down , down, 
Where levell'd Iow, no more we'll lift our eyes, 
But prone, and dumb, rot the firm tace ot earth 
With nyers of inceſlant ſcalding rain. 


EEE 
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SCENE VII. 


Zara, Perez, Selim , , Olwyn, Almeria. 


Lava, 1 
| omewhat of weight to ires his . 
Gone you diſpute the Kings mn a 
The Royal Signet. 
Your Majeſty one moment to A. 
Your entring, till the Princels is return' 
From vilitiog the noble Priloner. 
Zara. Ha! 43 
What fay'ſt thou? * ; 
Gſm. We are Joſt ! undone! Abe 5 
Retire, my life . with ſpeed .. Alas, we're b. 
Speak ot compaſſion, let her hear you pe 
Ot interceding tor me with the Kings 
Say lomewhat ay to ov our ue, 
Alm. 1 cangvt ſpeak; | 
C/m. Let me 


Conduct 2 i 45 
. But ul den gone | ppg os; 
Zara. Trembling and weepung us be lead ber ur 
Contulion in his face, and gr iet in hers? / 
Tis plain, I've been abus d - Death and data: 
How (hall I ſearch into this myſtery? 
Thc blueſt blaſt of peſtiſentialair 
Strike q damp, deaden her charms, and kill ki eyes 
Perdition catch em both, and ruin part”cta.- 
| Oſmyn [ Aland to Almeria as ſos goes ot. 
This charity to one unknown , and thus 


NE Ded, Heay'n will pay > ＋ thanks are pugr 


— 2 
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S CENE ba 111. 
Zara, Selim, Oſmyn. 


/ 


8 


TIS: damn'd diſſembler / Yet 1 will be calm, 


Choak in my rage, and know the utmoſt depth 

Of this deceiver ... 8 ſeem much ſurpriz d. 

Oſm. At your return ſo ſoon and unexpected. 

Zara. And ſo unwiſh'd, unwanted too it ſeems. 
Confution / yet I will contain my ſeif. 
You're grown a Favourite fince laſt we parted 
Perhaps I'm fawcy and intruding ... 

Oſm. . Madam / 

Zara; 1 did not know. the Princeſs Favourite. 


| Your pardon, Sir . miſtake-me not; you think; 
Tm angry; you're deceiv d. I came to ſet 
You free: But ſhall return much better pleas'd, 
To find you have an intereſt fuperior. 
O/m, You do not eome to mock my miſeries ? 
8 thi if 
Ofm at this time ſpare your mirth. 
Lea I know thou cou dſt, but I'm not often ple d 
And will indulge it now. What milcries? 
Who would not be thus happily contin'd 
To be the care of weeping majeſty ? 
To have contending Queens, at dead ME 
Forſake their dowa, to wake with watry eyes, 
An watch like tapers ger your hours of reſt 
O curſe! I cannot hold... 
Oſm, Come, dis too much, 
2 — . 
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Zara. Thouly'ſt; for now E know for whom thou'dſt 
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Zara. Thou ſhalt die, 
O/m. I thank you. 


Oſm. Then you may know for whom I'd die. | 
yer I'll be calm ... Dark and unknown betrayer ! 
But now the dawn begins, and the low hand 
Of Fate is ſtretch d to draw the veil, and leave 
Thee bare, the naked mark of publick view. 
Oſm. You may be ſtill deceiv'd, tis in my pow r. 
Zara. Who waits there / As you'll anſwer it, look , 
this Slave [ To the Guard. 
Attempt no means to ws himſelf away. 
I've been deceiv'd : the publick ſafety now 
Requires he ſhou'd be. more confin'd, and none, 
No», not the Princeſs ſuſſer d or to tee.” 
Or ſpeak with him. 111 quit you to the King. 
Vile and ingrate! too late thou ſhalt repent '” 
The baſe injuſtice thou haſt done my love. 
groan op trans anno nt EY 
And all was no rage ke love o tr te. 
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Heav'n has no rage like love to hatred turn d. 
Nor Hell a Fury, like a Woman ſcorn d. 
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4 Room of State: 
Zara, Selim. 


Zan. 

tqoiov ha haſt Ar rack d me with 7 y 1 
1 Therefore require me not to ask thee twice: 
Reply at once to — What is concluded? 

Selim, Vour accuſation highly has incens d 
The King, and were alone enough to urge 
The fate ot Oſinyn; but to that , freſh news 
Ts ſince arriv'd, of more revolted Troops. 
"Tis certain Heli too is fled, and with him 
. (Which breeds amazement and diſtraction) ſome 
Who bore high Offices of weight and truſt, 
Both in the State and Army. This confirms 
The King, in full belief of all you rold him, 
Concerning Oſyn, and his correſpondence 
With them who firſt began the mutiny. 
Wherefore a Warrant for his death is ſign'd; 
And order given for publick execution. 


Zara, Ha! haſte thee fly, prevent his fate and mine; 


Find out the King, tell him I have of weight 
More than his Crown t'impart ere Oſimyn , 


Klim. It needs not, forthe King will ſtraight be here 


And as to your revenge, not his own int'reſt ,\ 
Pretedd to facrifice the life of Pfuyn. 
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Zara. What ſhall I fay; Invent, contrive, adviſe 
<omewhat to blind the King z and fave. his lite, 
In whom I live. Spite of my rage and pride, 
am a Woman, and a Lover till. l 
O! tis more grief bur to ſuppoſe his death, 
Than ſtill to meer the rigour of his ſcorn. 
From my deſpair my 7 per bad irs Grey, 
When he is dead I muſt 
For ever! that's deſpair .. "Woke was diſtruſt 
Before; diſtruſt will ever de in love, 
And anger in diſtruſt, both ſhort-liv'd pains z 
But in deſpair, and ever death. 
No term, no bound, but infinite of woe. 
O rorment, but to think! what then to bear ? 
Not to be born... Deviſe the means to ſhun it, 
Quick, or, by Heav'n, this dagger drinks thy blood. 
Selim, My life NA 
But to ſerve you. I have already 
Zara. Forgive rages Ie ch fave and eh; 
But fay 8 * * when, or how 


Shall 1 prevent, or ſtop th danger? 
Selim, You muſt ftill ſeem moſt reſolute and fix'd * 
On O/myns death, too quick a of | 


Might breed ſuſpicion of the cauſe: * Adviſe, 
That execution may be done in private. 
Zire, 
our own requeſt's enou 
However, for a colour, el N, 
Have cauſe to fear his Guards may be 
And ſome of them bought off to Oſmyns i 
Who, at the place of execution , will 
Attempt to force his way for an eſcape. 
The ſtate of things will countenance all 
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King; Gonſaleꝛ , Perez, Zara, Selim. 


Kine 
EAR to the dungeon thoſe rebellious ſlaves , 
Th'ignoble curs, that yelp to fill the cry. 
And ſpend their mouths in barking Tyranny. 
But for their Leaders, Sancho Ramirex, 
Let em be led away to preſent death. 
Perez, ſee it performd. 
_ Gon/. Might I preſume, 
Their execution better were deferr d. | 
Till Oſmyn die. Mean time we may learn more 
Of this conſpiracy. = 
King. Then be it fo. | | 
Stay , Soldier; they ſhall ſuffer with the Moor. 
Are none return d of thoſe who follow'd Heli f 
 Gonf. None, Sir, Some papers have been ſince 
diſcover'd N 
In Roderigos houſe, who fled with him, 
Which ſeem to intimate, as if Alphonſo 
Were til] alive, and arming in Valentia: 
Which wears indeed this coulour of a truth, 
They who are fled have that way bent their courſe. 


Of the fame nature divers notes have been 
Diſpers'd , t'amuſe the People; whereupon 
Some ready of belief have rais'd this rumour: |, 
That being ſav d upon the coaſt of Africk, 
Hie there diſclos d bimſelf too Albucacim 
3 And by a ſecret compact made with him, 
Open d and urg d the way to this invaſion; 
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While he himt-|f, returning to Valentia © 
In private, undertook to raiſe this tumult. | 
Zara. Ha! hear'ſt thou that? Is Oſyn then Al honſo? 
O Htav'n! a thouſand things occur at once | 
To my remembrance now, that make it plain. 

O certain death for him, as ſure deſpai 
For me if it be known... If not, hope 

ave 1? Yet 'twere the loweſt now 

To yield him up. No, I will ſtill conceal him, 

And try the force of yet more obligat ions. 

Gonſ. Tis not impoſſible. Vet, it may be 

That ſome Impoſtor has uſurp'd his name. 
Your beauteous Captive Zara can inform, 
It ſuch a one, ſo ſcaping was receiv'd, 
At any time, in Albucacims Court, 
King. Pardon, fair excellence, this long neglect: 
An untoreſeen, unwelcom hour of bulineſs 
Has thruſt between us and our while of love; 
But wearing now apace with ebbing iand, 
Will quickly waſte, and give again the day, 
Tara. You'retoo ſecure; the is more imminent 
Than your high courage ſuffers you to ſee; - 1 
While Oſmyn lives, you are not ſaſe. | 

King. His doom 
Is pu if you revoke it not, he dies. 

a. 'Tis well. By what I heard upon your entrance, 
I find I can unfold what yet concerns I 
You more. One who did call himſclf 4þhonſo  * } 
Was caſt upon my coaſts , as is reported, * 
And oft had priva 
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Zara. And Oſmyns death requir'd of ſtrong neceſſity. 
King. Give order ſtraight that all the Pris'ners die. 
Lara, Forbear a moment; ſomewhat more I have 

Worthy your private car: and this your Miniſter. 
King. Let all except Gonſalex leave the room. | 


EDD ct erk gp = N & 55 
SCENE III. 


King, Gonſalez, Zara, Selim. 


-3 ZARA. : / 
Am your Captive, and you've us'd me nobly; 
And in return of that, tho“ otherwiſe 
; Your Enemy, I have diſcover'd Oſmyn 
His private practiſe and conſpiracy 
Againſt your State: And fully ro diſcharge 
My ſelf of what I've undertaken , now 
T thiak it fit to tell you, that your Guards 
Are tainted; ſome among em have reſoly d 
3 To reſcue Oſmynat the place of death. 
$ King. Is treaſon then ſo near us as our Guards ! 
Zara. Moſt certain; tho” my knowlege is not yet 
So ripe, to point at the particular men. | 
| © Xing. What's to be done? 
I! Zara. That to I will adviſe. 
] have remaining in my train ſome Mutes, 
A preſent once from the Sultana F 
In the Grand SiymorsCourt. Theſe, from their infancy, 
| Are practis din the trade of death; and ſhall 
| — there the cuſtom is) in priyate ſtrangle 
I 1 
© il e. M Lord, the Queen adriſes well. 
A: King. What off ring, or what recompence remains 
u me, that can le wortby ſo great ſervices : 
3 = To 


PIE 


rhe MOURNING BRIDE. 5g 


To caſt beneith your feet the Crown you've vd, 
Tho' an the head that wears it, were too little. 
Zara. Of that hereafter ; but mean time, tis fit 
You give ſtrict ; that none may be admitted 
To ſee the Pris'ner, but fuch Mures as I 
Shall ſend. | 
King. Who waits there ? 
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King, Gonſalez , Selim, Perez. 


KING. 


9 your life take heed, 
That only Zaras Mutes, or ſuch who 


Her warrant, have admittance to the Moor. 
Zara. They and no other; not the — al. 
Per. Your Majeſty ſhall be obey d. 
King. Retire. 


e eee ee eee 
SEN E v. * 
King, Gonlalez, Zara, Selim. | 


| GONSALEZ. 
HAT interdificn ſo particular, 
pronounc againſt the Princeſs 
Shou'd have more meaning than appears baretac'd, | 
The is blinded by his love, and heeds 2 85 


Ic got. Your Majeſty ſure might have fra = 
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That laſt reſtraint. You hardly can ſuſpect 
The Princeſs is. confederate with the Moor. | 
Zara l've hear d, her charity did once extend 
$0 tar, to vilit him, at his requeſt, 
Gonſ. Ha! 
King. How / She viſit Oſmyn! What my Daughter/ 
Selim, Madam , take heed, or you have ruin'd all, 
Zara. And after did ſollicite you on. his 


Behalt... 
King. Never. You have been mis-inform'd. 


3 Indeed? then tas a whiſper ſpread by ſome, 
Who wiſh'd it ſo; a common art in Courts. 
J will retire, and inſtantly prepare 
InfroQions tor my Miniſters of death. 
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SCENE VI. 
King, Gonſalez. 


| GoNSALEZ 
Here's ſomewhat yet of myſtery in this; 
Her words and actions are obſcure and doubles 
Sometimes concur , and ſometimes dilagree. 
J like it not. 
King. What doſt thok think Gonſalez,? 
Are we not much indebted to this 8 
Gonſ. I am a little flow of credit, 
In the ſincerity of Womens actions. 
Methinks this Ladys hatred to the Moor 
Viſquiets her too much; which makes A* cem 
As if ſhe'd rather that the did not hate him. 
I wich ber Mutes are meant to be employ'd 
As * n -» 1 doube it now... 10 1 . 
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Corrupted; how ? by whom ? who told ber ſo? 
I'th' evening Oſmyn was to die; at midnight , 
She begg n 
I'th' morning he z cre noon 
Her Mutes alone 7 him, or he'll 
Eſcape. This uits not well. 
King. Vet, 12224 
Is manifeſt ra every circumſtance. . 
This tumult, and the Lords who fled with Heli, 
Are confirmation . that Alphonſo lives, 
Agrees exprelly too with her report. 
Gonſ. I grant it, Sir, and doubt not, but in rage 
Of jealouſie, ſhe has diſcover d what 
She now repents. It may be I'm doceiv'd: 
But why that needleſs caution of the Princeſs ? 
What if ſhe had ſeen O/mymn? tho 'twere ſtrange. 
28 what was t to Sting 
She fear ſtronger charms might Moors 
Aﬀection to revolt. 
King. I thank thee, Friend. 
There's reaſon in thy doubt, and Fam wara'd, | 
But think'ſt thou hr y Daughter ſaw this Moor t | 
| a, it my be, us Lars tu red, 
os ; tis not impoſlible 
Bur 4. might wiſh on his account to ſee him. 
Say ſt thou? B 7Hear'n thou haſt arouz'da thought, 
That hu ie Lodge fakes ee 
Contufion ! then my Daughter's an accomplice , 
And plots in private with this belliſh Moor. N 
Gonſ. That were too Win fee the "ll 


comes 
*T were not amils to her a little, ) 
And try howe er, it I've rind aright. 
If what I fear be true, ſhe'll be concern d 


For Oſmyns death, T allies for hm, 
icite for him. 


* 


© Urge that, wy: if the 
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; King, Gonſalez, Almeria, Leonora. | 


, . 
Kins. 


If Our coming has prevented me, Almeria; 
I had determin'd to have {ent for yuu. | 
Let your attendant be. diſmis'd: 1 have| Leonora retires. 
To talk with you: Come near, why doli thou ſhake? 
What mean thoſe ſwoll'n and red fleck d c) es, that look 
As they had wept in blood, and worn the night 
In waking anguiſh; Why this, on the day 
Which was delign'd to celebrate thy nuptiels; 
But that the beams of light are to be !t41u'd 
With reeking gore, from Traitors on tue rack? 
Wherefore 1 have deſerr d the mariage-rucs , 
Nor ſhall the guilty horrors ot this day 
Prophane that | jubilee: 
Alm. All days to me 
Henceforth are equal; this the day of death, 
To- morrow, and the next, and each that follows, 
Will undiſtinguiih'd roll, and but prolong 
One hated line of more extended wo. 
King. hence is thy griet ? Give me to know the caule ? 
And look thou anlwer me with truth; tor know, 
am not unaquauued with thy falichood. 
Why art thou mute? baſe and degencrate maid! 
Gonſ. Dear Madam, peak, or you'll incenie the King. 
Aim. What is t to peak, or wheretore ſhou'd I ſpeak ? 
What mean theſe tears, but grief unutterable? 
| King. They are the dumh conte ſſions ofthy mind; 
hey mean thy guilt; and fay. thou wert confeq rate 
With damn d Conlpirators to take my life. 
N : . Jo 
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O impious parricide / now canſt thou ipcak? 
| 44%. O hank, behold I bncel upon thy belom , 
And bend my tlowing eyes, to iucam upon 
Thy face, imploring thee that thou wilt yicld; 
Open thy bowels ot compaſlion, take 
Into thy womb the lait and moſt torlorn 
Ot all thy Race. Hear me, thou common Parent ; | 
...I have no Parent eile , be thou a other, 
And itep between me and the cutſe of him. 
Who was . who was, but is no more a Father: 
But brands my innocence with horrid crimes , 
And tor the tender names ot Child and Daughter, 
Now calls me murderer and parricide. 

King. Riſe, I command thee rite . and if thou wou'lfh 
Acquit thy ſelf of choice de teiled names, 
Swear thou haſt never iccn chat toreigu dog, 

Now doom d to die, that molt accur ic . 
Aim. Never, but as with innocence I wigat, 
And tree of all bad purpoles. do Hcayns 

My witneſs. | 

King. Vile equiyocating Wretch! 3 
With innocence ? O patience! hear, . ſhe ons it! 
Contelles it { By Heav'n 1'll have um rack d, 

Torn, mangl'd, flay d, impal d., all puns and tortures 
That wit ot Man and dire revenge can dunk, 
Shall he accumulated under - bear. 


Alm, Oh, I am lolt . there Fate begins to wound. 


King. Hear me, then if thou canſt reply, know, Traiueiz, 

I'm not to learn that curs d Aſphonſo uves; : 

Nor am I ignorant what Oſmyn is. _ 
Alm. Then all is ended, and we both muſt die, 

Since thou'rt reveal d, alone thou ſhalt not dic. 

And yet alone wou d I have dy'd , Heav'a knows, 


+ 4 wou'd hayc born it all, 
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35 Nay, all the pains that are prepar'd for thee: 3 
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To the remorſeles rack I wou'd have giv'n 
This weak and tender flefh, to have been bruis'd 
And torn, rather than havereveal'd thy being. 
King. Hell, Hell! do I hear this, and yet endure / 
What, dar'ſt thou to my face avow thy guilt ? 
Hence, ere I curſe... flie my juſt rage with ſpeed; 
Leſt I forget us both, and ſpurn thee from me. 
Alm. And yeta Father! think I am your child. 
Turn not your eyes away ., look on me'kneeling; 
Now curſe me it you can, now ſpurn me off. 
Did ever Father curſe his kneeling Child? 
Never: For always bleſſings, crown that poſture. 
Nature inclines , and halfway meets that duty. | 
Stooping to raiſe from Earth the filial reverence ; 
For bended knces returning folding arms , 
With pray'rs, and bleſſings, and paternal love. 
O hear me then, thus crawling on the carth.. 
King. Be thou advis'd, and let me go, while yet 
The light impreſſion thou haſt made remains. 
Alm. No, never will I rife, nor loſe this hold, 
Till you are mov'd, and grant that he may live. 


Kling. Ha! who may liver take heed, no more of that; 
Por on my foul he dies, tho? thou and 1, 


And all ſhou'd follow to partake his doom. 
Away, off, let me go... Call her atteudants. 
\ Leonora and Women return. 


An. Drag me, harrow the earth with my bare botom, 


Fil not let go till you have ſpard my Husband. 
King. Ha! what ſay ſt thou Husband Husbandidamnati 
What Husband? which? who? © | 
Ain. We, he is my Husband, -- 
King. Poiſon and daggers! who? + 
Alm. O.. 25 l | 
Gon/. Help, ſupport her. RS fps 
Alm. Let me go, let me fall, fink deep „ II 
Tl dig a grave, and tear up death; I will, 


* 
. 


* 


. 


1 
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at; 


dig | Gonſ. Your too exceſive 


IAnd deludes your ſenſe. 
Fl I: tar hum, hence 


; * 
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In ſcrape *till I collect his rotten bones, 
And cloath their nakedneſi with my own fleſhy ; 2 
Yes, Iwill rip off life, and we will change. 
] will be ; then tho' kill my Husband 
He ſhall be mine, ſtill and for ever mine. 
= What husband? who ? whom Thong 
Gonſ. She raves! 
Alm. O that 1 did, Ofen, be is my Huzhand. | 
King. Oſmyn ! 
Alm. Not Oſmyn, Alphonſo i is 
And wedded Hu sband . Heav'n, Ar 
Ye winds and waves, 1 cal ye all to witneſs. 

Wilder + weir of waves thy ſelf doſt rave. 
+ hear more, I too ſhou d catch thy madne is. 
Yet ſomewhat ſhe muſt mean of dire import, 
Which III not hear, till I am more at peace. 
Watch her returning ſenſe, and bring me word: * 5 
And look that ſhe attempt not on her life. ; 


SSAGGE222222Aa32a822805 


s c E N E VII f 
A, Gonſalez , Leonora , Anendants 


Pye 4 
O Stay / yet lay; hear me, I am not wad: 2 * 
wou d to Heay'n 1 were. - Hes 9 111 

Gonſ. Have comfort. > wr Hr 
Alm.Curs'd be that tongue, that bideme be of com fi 
Curs d my on t that cou d not move his : 


anti Curs'd theſe weak hands that cou d not hold him here 


For he is gone to doom Alphonſos death. 


works on your PR 


TH 2 * * 3 
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Alm. Hence, thou detefted, ill-tim'd Flatterer; 
-— * ot m „ thy wy rol curs d; 

who cou dſt alone have policy 

And yy to find the fatal ſecret out, 

And know that Oſrmyn' Was Alphonſo. 
Gonſ. Ha!” | | 
Alm. Why doſt thou arp x hat doſtthouee or hear? 

Was it the doleful bell, rolling for death? 

Or dying groans from my Alphonſos breaſt ? 

See, ſee, look yonder / where a grizzkd, pale , 

And ghaſtly bead ares by all ſmear'd with blood. 

Gaſping as it wou'd ſpeak , and after ſee/ 

Behold a damp , dead hand has dropp'd a d 

Til catch it... Hark / a voice cries murder! 11 


Mi Fathers voice! hollow it ſounds, and calls 


Me from the tomb... 11! follow it; for there 
I ſhall again behold my dear Alphonſo. 


CHAD CLI GE BD dEr cih CID E. 
SCENE IX. 


He's great! r nor am L. leg Grprn! 
greatly griev d; nor am 1 d. 
Seng no; ſhe over rates 
My policy ! I ne&er { it: 

Nor now had known it, but from her miſtake. 
Her Husband too ! Ha Where is Garcia then? 
And where the Crown that ſhou'd deſcend on him, 
To grace the Line of my ity? 
. -5f I ſhou'd tell the King .. 

s come to extremity z his Daughter 
Wedded already i what if be ſhou'd = 5 
Knowing no remedy for lat is paſt; 

And urg d by Nature pleading for his Child, 
3 w be dach deten, 


* 


* 
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And tho I know he hates beyond the grave 

Anſelmos race, yet if... that if concludes me. 
To doubt, when I may be aſſur d, is folly. | 
But how prevent the Captive Queen; who means | 
To ſet him free? Ay, now tis plain; O well 

Invented taie / He was Alphonſos friend, | 
This ſubtle Woman will amuſe the Rings, N 
It I delay... twill do , or better fo, * © 
One to my wiſh; Alonzo, — 


2. Et A SHO 
SCENE X. 
Oonſilex · Alonzo. 


ALonzo : 
Ts King expects your Lordſhip. 
Gonſ. * I's no matter. 

I'm not i th way at preſent; good Al. 
Alon. If't pleaſe your Lordſhip, I'll return and ax 
I have not ſeen you. 

Gonſ. Do, my beſt Alonzo. _ 

Yet hy l mags. but 5 D 
Vet I have that requires y 
I think thou wou'dſt 1 to do me . 

Alon. I am your creature. 
Ganſ. Say thou art my Friend. | 
I've ſecn thy ſword do noble execution. 
Alon. All that it can your Lordſhip ſhall command, 
Gonſ. I hanks ; & I take thee at th [ward r 
Among the followers of the 
Dumb Men, who make e 
Alon. I have, my Lotd. pF 
/+Gonſ. Cou'dft thou procure, 1 


. -MOURNING G B R IDE; 
"Of thoſe, tho: purchas'd by his death, Id give 
Thee ſuch — as ſnou d exceed thy wiſn. 

Alon Conclude it done. Where ſhalll wait your Lordſhip? 
At my apartement. Uſe thy utmoſt diligence; 


And fay I've not been ſeen ... Ip, ond Alonxo. 

Sa, this can hardly fail. Alphonſo | 
The greaſt obſtacle is then remav'd. 

Almeria widow'd, yet again may wed; 

And I yet fix the Crown « on Garcias head, , 


e 


e. 
* WY 8 C E N E I. 


4 Room of State. 


King , Perez Alonzo. 4 


KING. 

OT to be found? In an ill hour he's abſent, 
"None, ſay you, none? what not the tav'rite Eunuch? 
Nor he her felt, nor any of her Mutes, 

Have yet requir'd admirtance ? * 
; Fer. None, my Lord. 
Kang. Is Oſmyn ſo diſpos'd as I commanded ? 
Por. Faſt bound in double chains, and at full length 
þ. ne les ſupine on earth; with as much eaſe | 
She might remove the centre of this Earth, 
2 19 wh rn. 
| £4 Mute * , & ſeeing the Nr retires. 
een 5 clones; n tin 
En- 
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Eotring ho mer my. ojva and ſtarted back bk 

Frighted, and fumbling one hand in his buſom , 

As to conceal th'importance of his erranxec. 
[ Alonzo follows him, and returm with @ paper. 
Alon. © bloody E Gs; 
King. What doſt thou mean: 

Alon. Soon as I ſeiz d the Man, 

He ſnatch'd from out tiis bolbm chis and amen 

With raſh and greedy haſte, at gnce to crm 

The morſel down his throak. I catch'd his arm. 

And hardly wrenclrd his hand to wring it from him; 

Which done, Re 

And on the inſtant plung'd it in his breaſt. 

* King. Remove the body thence ere Zara ice it. 
Alon. I'll be fo bold to — his attire; 


Twill quit me of my promiſe to Gonſalez,, 
SHE SHBERDSHOSHDSUHEORSHD 
SCENE IT. = 


; King 5 Perez. 


5 . 

Hate'er it is, the Kings comolatia now. 34s 
King. How's this? My bares 

roof * aving read the Letter 

O, give me patience , all ye owers! no rather | 

Give me new rage, implacable revenge, 

Aud trebled fury... Ha! who's there? © 

Per. My Lord. Is 

& CCC 

Into how poor a thing a King deſcends; 

How like thy ff, when paſſion treads bim down + 

Hal ſtir not, on thy life: . - 


Aud plated here toſee we gorge this un, 
3 
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And laſh againſt the hook ... By Heav'n you're all 
Rank Traitors; thou art with the reſt combin'd ; 
Thou knew'ft that Oſmyn was Alphonſo, knev It 
My Daughter privately with him conferr d; | 
And wert the {py and pander to their meeting. 

Per. By all that's holy, I'm amaz'd... 

King. Thou lyſt, © 
Thou art accomplice too with Zara; here 
Where ſhe ſets down.. Still will 1 ſet thee free... 

| . [ Reading. 
That ſomewhere is repeated... I have power 


4 O'er them that are thy Guards ... Mark that, thou Traitor. 


Per. It was your Majeſtys command, I ſhould 


# Obey her order... | 
King. Reading... And fill will ] ſet 


Thee free, Alphonſo ... Hell! curs'd, curs'd Alphonſo! 
Falſe and perfidious Zara! Strumper Daughter 
Away, be gone, thou feeble Boy, fond Love, 

All nature, ſoftneſs, pity and compaſſion, 

This hour I throw ye off, and entertain 

Fell hate, within my breaſt, revenge and gall. 


By Heav'n I'll meet, and countervrork this treachery. 


Hark thee, Villain, Traitor . anſwer me, Slave 
Per. My Service has not merited thoſe titles. 
Xing. Dar'ſt thou reply? Take that . thy Service! thine! 
| [ Strikes him 


What's thy whole life, thy foul, thy all, to my 


One moments caſe ? Hear my command; aud look 
. 
me in 4 os heart. 
Why dock thou fart: Refolve, 2 . 
Per. „ Sir , I will. 45s „ | | 
King. *Tis well ..; that when ſhe comes to ſet him free, 
His teeth may grin, and mock at her remorſe. . 


. 1771 0 : I [ Perez 4 / 
T Stay thee... I've farther thought ... II add to this, 


'And — . F 
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hen thou haſt ended him, bring me his robe; : 
id let the cell where ſhe'lle ro ſee him 

e darken'd,'Þ as to amuſe the light, 

be conducted thither ... mark me wall 

here with his turbant, and his robe array d 

nd laid along as he now lies fupine 

ſhall convict her to her face of falſchood. 

hen for Alphonſos ſhe ſhall take my hand, 

And breath her fazhs upon my lips for his, 

Sudden I'll fart, and and dach ſh her with her guilt. 

But ſee ſhe comes; Il ſhun th* encounter; thou, 
Follow ms and give heed 1 direction. 


deb £2 243933 d u 
SCENE 111. 


| 


Fan, Selim. 


bass 
1 Mute not yet return d! Ha, twas the King ! 
1 The King that parted hence! frowning he went; 
His eyes like 3 meteors roll'd ; then darted down 


Their red and angry beams; as if his fight * 
Would, like the aging ſtar , ſcorch the earth, 

And kindle ruin in its Doſt think 

He ſaw me? 


Selim. Yes: des: as if he thought 
His eyes had er d, he haſtily recall'd | 
Th'imperfe& look, and ſteraly turn'd away. 
Zara. Shun me when ſec ! fx chou haſt undovemg 
Thy ſhallow artifice begets ſuſpicion , 
And, like a cobweb-yeil , but thinnly ſhades 


* 


A forfeit as thy liſe: Somewhat of high 


| Give order, that the two remaining Mutes 6 
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Haſt ſtung the Traveller, and after, hear'ſt | 
Not his purſuing voice; ev'n where thou think ſt 
To hide, the ruſtling leaves and bended graſs 
Conteſs, and point the path which thou haſt crept. 
O fate of Fools ! officious in contriving z 
In executing puzzled, lame and loſt, 

Selim. Avert it, Heav'n, that you ſhould ever Culler 
For my defect: or that the means which I 
Devis'd to ſerve ſhould ruin your deſign / 
Preicience is Heav'ns alone, not givin to Man. 
It J have fail'd in what, as being Man, 
1 needs muſt fail, impute not as a crime 
My natures want, but puniſh nature in me: 
I plead not for a pardon and to live, 
But to be puniſh'd and forgiven. Here, frike; 
I bare my breaſt to meet your Juſt revenge. 

Zara. I have not leiſure now to take fo 


And more important, Fate requires my thought. 
When I've concluded on my ſelf, it 1 

Think fit, I'll leave thee my command to die. 
Regard me well; and dare not to reply - 
To what I give in charge; for I'm reſolv d. 


Attend me inſtantly, with each a bowl 

Ot ſuch ingredients mix'd, as will with and 
Benumn the living faculties, and give L 
Moſt eaſie and inevitable death. 

Yes, Oſryn. yes; be Oſmyn or Ae 4 


III give thee freedom, if thou dar'ſt be tree: 
ach we as I embrace my ſelf, 
t 


artake. Since Fates no more afford; 


1 can but die with thee to keep W . 
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fler | Scene opening PA the Priſon. 


aller alone, diſguis like a Mute „ with a dagger, 


GONSAL EZ. 
OR Centinel, nor Guard! the doors wunbarr'4 ! 
| And all as ſtill, as at the noon of night! 0 
Sure Death already has been bulie here. . 
here lies my way, that door is too unlock d. Tran 
Ha! ſure he ſleeps ., all's dark within, fave What 1 
amp, that feebly lifts a ſickly flame, | , ff 
;y fits reyeals ... his face ſeems turn d, to favour | 
attempt: III ſteal , and do it unperceiv'd, 
hat noiſe ! ſome body coming ? "ſt, Alonzy ? 
o body? Sure he'll wait without . I would 
were done... I'll crawl, and ſting him to the heart; 
her * skin, nn 


G i 4 
> hu c un an d en en 
8 0 E N B Yu 
| Garcia; , 14 
GARCIA. | 


es —— e 
The King ? Confuſion! all is on the rout! 
275 4 x 7 } : : ” A 8 = 
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All's loſt, all ruin'd by ſurprize and treachery. 

Where, where is he? Why doſt thou thus millead m: 
Alon. My Lord, he enter'd but a moment ſince, 


And cou'd _— me unperceiv'd ,.. What hoa / 
My Lord, my Lord, Shes 4 hoa ! My Lord Gonſale:, 


E AI ER EEx. N 
SCENE VI. 


22 


Garcia, Alonzo, Gonſalez bloody. 


Consal xz. 
hM Erdition thanks your clamours. whence this rudenei 
| p Garcia 
Gar. Perdition, Slavery. „& Death, 
Are entring now our doors. Where is the King ? 
What means this blood? and why this face of horror f 
Gonſ. No matter .. give me firſt to know the cau 
Of theſe your , raſh and il-tim'd exclatrations. 
Sar. The caſtern gate is to the Foe betray'd , 
Who, but for. heaps ot ſlain that choak the 4 
Had enter d long ere now, and born down all 
Before em, to the Palace walls. Unleſs 
ſ The King in per ſon animate our Men 
Granada's loſt; and to confirm this fear, 
„ The Traitor Perez, and the Captive Moor, 
= Are thro' a poſtern fied,” and join the Foc. 
| Gonſ. Would all were falſe as that; for whom you 
* The Moor is dead. That Oſmyn was Alphonſe : 
In whoſe hearts blood this ponyard yet is warm. 
Gar, Impoſſible ; for Oſimn was, while flying, 
Pronounc'd aloud by Perez for Alphonſo. 
Gonſ. Enter that chamber, and convince your e: 
How much report has =oongd: your ap. tniche | 
; L Garcia Gees 


Al, My Lord, for certain dub Peres is fled; 
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d me And has declared 3 | 75 

as to revenge a blow the King wn him 
on s Gar. 3 Ruin and horror O keartwounding 
_ fight! * 7 


ale: * [ horror 
Gon. 4 — ſays my —_ ruin 4. ha? what 
* Gar. Blaſted my eyes. peechleſs tongue, 
12 Rather than u ts for; / of Wilts N . 
This deed .. O dire miſtake! O fatal blow! 
The King... N 
Gonſ. 
3 &The King ! n 
/ Gar. Dead, welt' ring, drown'd in blood. | 
See, ſee, ſee atir'd like Oſmyn, where he lies. 
| O whence, or how, or Wherefore was this done? * 
Del But what imports the mant er, or the cauſe? [They look in 
Nothing remains to do, or to Ire, 
But that we all ſhould turn our ſwerds againſt 
I Our ſelves, & expinte with our own his blood. 
Gon, O Wretch / O cure d. and raſti, deluded Fool! 
cUY On me, on me, turn your avenging ſword, 
I, who-have ſpilt my Royal Maſters blood, 
Shou'd make atonement by a death as horrigq> 
, And fall beneath the hand of my own Son. > Ip 
Gar. Ha! what? atone this murder with a greater! 


; — * the a; — lefs * 
4 it to , in far leſi damnable 
: * Ba . fr e 
SGonſ. O my Son, from i * 
ot a Fathers fondneſs — 
J For thee Le been ambitious, baſe, and blody: 
For thee Pve plung'd into this fea of fin; . © 
Stemming the tide | weak hand, ; 
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Gar. Fatal ambition”! Hark ! the Foe is . | 
0 [Shout, 


| 0 | 72 

| The ſhrilneſs of that ſhout ſpeaks em at hand, 
We lave no time to ſearch into the cauſe 

Of this ſurprizing and moſt fatal error. 

What's to be done? the Kings death known, will ſtrike f 


The few remaining. Soldiers with deſpair, . 
| And make em yield to mercy of the Conqueror. 
x Alon. My Lord, I've thought how to conceal the body; 


Require me not to tell the means, till done, 
Leſt you forbid what then you may approve. 
Bei 6; WA 5 [ Goes in. (bout, 


= Gonſ, They ſhout again Whate'er he means to do, 
= *T were fit the Soldiers were amus d with hopes; 


| And in the mean time fed with expectation 
To ſee the King in perſon at their head. 
Gar. Were it a truth, I fear tis now too late. 
But 1'l omit no care, nor haſte, and try 
Or to repel their force, or bravely die. 


d3>cCD ebapebepib ea ld 
SCENE VII. 


Gonſalex; Alonzo. 


ö 
1 Hat haſt thou done, Alonxo? 
. 2 Such a deed 
s but an hour ago I'd not have done, 
Tho for the crown of univerſal Empire. 
But what are Kings reduc d to common clay 
Or who can wound the dead 2....; I've from tho body 
Sever'd the head, and in an obſcure corner . _ 
Diſpos d it, muffled in the Mutes attire „ 
313 519 So6t £ 07 Leaving. . 
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Leaving to view of them that enter next, 
t, Mone' the _ iſhable trumk; 


2, 


_ may — X Fi the Guards | * 
For Ofmyn, in for "2 ty 
They iy if in fcking for FS. m + 0h 
e SGonſ. TWwas an 2d of en 
And ot a ere A iT 
But tis no time to ponder . Ls 
5 Haſte thee, Alonzo, yy with read; 
To aid my Son. Tu follow with the laſt - z 


Reſerve, to re- in force his Arms: At leaff, 
. I ſhall make good e end fray tho rejpregh; 


e x — 
c ENR VIIL 


Lan, 9 by Selim), and 1700 Mi el 
* the . "LET 


Thro all the my wa Fr 
That hither lead, "rom nay 2 
— oy few for Bi fie nor rae" 
ts cis ene, hens Tomo dy nach fram g 


, 
- O00: 1th, — 6 1 
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5 The a tell him. ve he 
And wait his corning 40 en 


Wich hagg ar'd eyes? why pre. your arms a-crols? 


vn done, 
2 


eee 
́13 » > road 
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An. 
A barg you ſeen? Ha "INOUE ſtare you thus, 
The Mates return, and last offirighted. 


* 


Tour — and n heads hung down : 
Why is't you more than ſpeak in thels ſad ſigns ? 


- Give me more ample knowledge of this mourning. 


They 4 to th See, hich ai he ering he Br 
191 M. 
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4 2 eenenene—acs 
SCENE x. 


Lau, Selim. | r 


a ber mu. 

125 cats bm yain, 3 

Be found... 
” Tara. Beets, eee 
His _ Se | 
But for 
Selim. You thought 1 better then — Ct 
The mute you T— ſome miſchance was ſeen, 
And forc'd to yield Err wit ie life . 
I found the dead Ek | 


; A 


45 9755 born ne 
1 ; 
Offenſe : His Soul ſtil ſees, and knows exch purpoſe «| : 
And fix'd event of my perliſting faith. 
Then, wherefore do | pauſe? ... give me the bowl. 

[ 4 Mare e bn one of the h 
Hover à tnonient yet, thou gentle Spirit. WY 
Soul of my Love; and 1 will wait t 0 * 
W g $ 


— 
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O friendly draught, already in my heart. 

Cold, cold ; my veins are icicles and froſt. 

Ill creep into his boſom, lay me there; 

Cover us cloſe... or I ſhall chill his breaſt, 

And fright him from my arms , See, ſe, he ſlides 

Still further trom me; look, he hides his face, 

I cannot feel it . quite beyond my reach. 

O now he's gone, and all is dark... [ Dies 
[ The Mutes kneel and mourn over her. 


ii Et HECHT 
SCENE XI 


Ae, Leopora, Muss, ce. Y 


une 
Let me ſeek him in this horrid cell; 
For in the tomb or priſon of Balone 


22 Muſt bope to fiad him. 


Teo. Heav'ns! what diſmal f 24 
Of, death is this? The Eunuch Selim ſlain 1 


Aim. Shew me, for I am donie in ſearch of death; | 


5 * want a guide; for tears have dimm d my fight, | 
Teo. Alas, a little farther, and behold 
Zara all pale — dead ! two frightful Men, 
Who ſeem the Murderers, | kneel weeping: by: 
Feeling remorſe too late for what they've do ne. 
But O forbear. . lift up your eyes no more; 

But haſte away, fly from this fatal place, 
re miſeries are multiply d; return. 
Return and look not on; for there's a dagger 
Ready to ſtab the ſi ght. and make Jy Ges 
Rain blodd ... p 2 


| Alm. I n. foreſee char objec. 
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Is it at laſt then ſo? is he then dead? „ 
What dead at laſt, quite, quite, for ever dead? 
There, there I ſee him; he lies, the blood 
Yet bubbling from his wounds... O more than favage 
Had they, or hearts, or eyes, that did this deed? 
Could eyes endure to guide ſuch cruel hands? 

Are not my eyes guilty alike with theirs, 

That thus can gaze, and yet not turn to ſtone? 

do not weep ! The ſprings of tears are dry d 
And of a ſudden I am calm, as if ? 
All things were well ; and yet my Husband's murder'd! 
Yes, yes, I know to mourn! I'll fluce this heart, 
The ſource ot woe, and let the torrent loole. 

-.. Thoſe Men have left to weep! they look on mc! 
1 hope they murder all on whom they look. 

Behold me well; your bloody hands have ert d. 

And wrongfully have ſlain thoſe Innocent: 
um the ſacrifice delig'nd too bleed; 

And come prepar'd to yield my throat. they ſhake 
Their heady in lign-t. grief and innocence! | 

| III int at the Bowl onthe ground,” 
And point! what mean they? Ha! a Cup. O well 
I upderſtand what medicine has been here. 

O noble thirſt / yet greedy, tu drink al. | 
O tor another draught of death.. What mean they? 

| | | They point at the other Cup. 
Ha! point again? tis there, and full, | * 
Thanks to the liberal hand tbat fill d thee thus; 

III drink my glad acknowledgement. 

Leo. O hold - | | 
For Mercys ſake; upon my knees I beg... 

Alm. With thee the kneeling world ſhou'd bg in vain; 
Seeſt thou not there? behold who proſtrate Iyes, - 
And pleads againſt thee'? who ſhall then prevail? 
Yet I will take a coli and parting leave, 
From his pale Lips; I'll kiſs him ere I drink, 
Leſt the rank juice ſhou'd bliſter on my mouth, - + + 


#- 


$:- The MOURNING B RI D E. 
And ſtain the colour of my laſt adieu. i 
[Coming wearer the body 

Horror / a headleſs trunk! nor lips nor face; 

But ſpouting veins, and mangled fleſh/ O, ch.. 


EpepUeDc pine ο 


SCENE the Laft. 


- Almeria, Lechner, Alphonſo, Heli, Perez, 


with Garcia Priſoner, Guards and 
Attendants. 


ALrHONSO. 


AV, ſtand off, where is ſhe? let me fly SP 


Save her from death; and ſnatch her to my heart. 
Alm. Oh... | 

Alph, Forbear; my arms alone ſhall hold her up, 
Warm her to life, and wake her into gladneſs. 
O let me talk to thy reviving ſenſe , 


The words of joy and peace; warm thy cold beauties : 


With the new-fluſhing ardour of my cheek; 
Into thy lips, pour the ſoft trickling balm 
Qt cordial ſighs; and reinſpire thy boſom 
With the breath of love. Shine, awake Almeria, 
Give a new birth to thy long ſhaded eyes, 
1 hen double on the day reflected light. | 
Alm, Where am I? Heay'n ! what does this dreams 
 Tatend? | h | 
pb. O may'ſt tu never dream of 1efs delight, 
Nor ever wake to leſs ſubſtantial joys. 
Alm, Giv'n me again from death! O all ye Pow'rs 
Confirm this miracle! Can I believe 
My sight, againſt my fight? and ſhall I truſt 
That {ruſe , which in one inſtant fhews him dead 
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The MOUR NING BRIDEr 
And living? Yes, ay ..L 
With apparitions, toms : 

This * Lord, my Lite, A 
I have him now, and we no more will part. 
My Father too ſhall have compaſſion... 

Alph O my hearts comfort; dis not giv'n to hls 
rail life, to be Befr. Even now, * 
u this extreameſt joy my ſoul can taſte, 

Yet am I daſh'd to think that thou muſt weep: 
alle ant Ange. hah ol nn. 
alez . 

Expiring » have with their laſt breath conieſ 1 

he juſt decrees of Heay'n, which on themſelves 


Ha turn d their own molt Wer eo. che nk; 


Nay, I muſt t, tis fit you oh thous ta 
74 em NT the body from her fight. p 


1 


 Tl-fated Zara! Ha ! a cup, abs! a 
Thy error then is plain; but I were flint *. 
Not to oferflaw 1n tribute to thy memory. 8 


O Garcia! = 
Whoſe Virtue has renounc'd thy bee X 
Sceſt thoy', ho juſt the hand of Heav'n . 
Let us wha thro' our innoceuce ſurvive, 

Still in the path of Honour perſevere, 


And nat, from paſt or praſent 22 10 


For bleſſings ever wait on virtuous deedsz + 
And cho N a fue reward dn _ 
i 2 a N of 
ot 


2B EPILOGUE, 


* "Spoken by Mrs. Bracegthdle. 
| TP Tragedy thus dine, I am , you know, 


No more a Princeſs, but in ſtatu quo: 

And NOW 4s unconcern d this mozrning wear, 

As if. indeed a Widow, or an Heir. | 
I've leiſure, now ; 0 mark Jour ſevral faces , 
And know "each Critick by his ſour grimacet. 
To poiſon Plays, I ſee ſane whore they fit, 
Scliter'd, lile Rats bane, up and down the Pit; 
Bil. others watch like Parith-Searchers , bir 'd ; 
1 tell of what diſeaſe the Play expir d. 
O with what joy they run , to * 51 neut 
Of a damn'd Poet, and departed Muſe! 9 

ber ff be 'ſcape, ab what regret they're ſeiz'd Li 
e how they're diſapointed when they're pleas'd! 
© Criticks to Plays for the ſame end reſort, 

That: 3 wait en Trials in a Court; 
t .innotonce condemn'd they ve no reſpect , 

Provided they've a body to difſet?. 

At Suſſex Men, that dioell upon the boar. 

| Look out when florms ariſe, and billows roat , 
Devontiy praying, with uplifted hands, 

7 Tha ſon d L big 2. may ſtrike the ſands 
* ubhoſe rich cargo they may make pretence y 
And fatten on th: ſpoils fl Providence: 

S Criticks throng i ſee a new Play ſplit, 

Au thrive and proſper on the wrecks of wit. 
Small hope our Poet 7 theſe proſpetts us; 5 
Aa therefore to the Fair commend; hit cav 
1 Tour tender hearts to mercy are inclin'd, | * 

4 With whom , be hopes , this Play will favonr find, 
8 r e ; 
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